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THE SAND BURR SOUVENIRS 


By ELLIS PARKER BUTLER 


SOR A COUPLE of days after 
my old chum and side-partner 
Buckle-up Baines come back 
a from his trip to Massachu- 
setts to prove his identification 
and collect the eight hundred dollars his 
uncle Jared left him, I thought maybe 
the old skeesicks had got malaria from 
drinking water that didn’t have a proper 
kick of alkili in it, he was so deep 
thoughted and uneasy, but before the 
week was out he let out what ailed him. 
We was working on Judge Billhop’s 
flivver in our mutual owned and mostly 
by me operated garridge, and I had just 
skidded a wrench off a nut and skinned 
my thumb, with remarks suitable to the 
occasion, and Buckle-up waited until I 
was fairly near through stating what I 
thought of the curcumstances, and then 
he straightened up and tightened his 
belt a hole or two. 

“What this city of Sand Burr needs, 
Olando,” he says, “is a Historical So- 
ciety.” 

“A what?” I says, licking the end of 
my thumb and looking at him with a 
suspicious eye. 

“A or an Historical Society,’ said 
Buckle-up, as serious as an owl. “Some 
says it one way and some says it the 
other, but that’s inmaterial, inoperative 
and irrevelant, as the judge says. Bud, 
this town won’t get nowhere in culture 
and all them et cetera so-forths until she 
has an Historical Society.” 

“What is they?” I asks him. 

“They’re the basics of culture,” he 
says, letting his belt out a notch or two. 
“When I was back East there my aunt 
Turilla showed me them. Me and her 
went and saw up to and including forty- 
leven towns and places, her driving her 
car at the reckless pace of almost 
twelve miles an hour, and in each and 
every the Historical Society was what 
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we went and saw. They all had them, 
and some of them didn’t have nothing 
else much but. A town that don’t have 
a Historical Society they don’t mark 
down on the map at all, for it ain’t con- 
sidered such. And that’s the truth, Bud, 
or I’m a horse thief. In our perinigra- 
tions we went into numerous states, such 
as Connecticut, Rhode Island, Vermont 
and Massachusetts and the backbone and 
palladium of one and each was the His- 
torical Society. I’m telling you.” 

“All right; I’m listening with both 
ears and my mouth open,” I says. ““What 
do?” 

“We got to have one here in Sand 
Burr,” says Buckle-up, shaking his head 
frownishly. “I seen that, Bud, before 
I’d seen twenty-eight of them Historical 
Societies. A town can’t be a town till 
it has one, and that’s what’s the matter 
with Sand Burr.” 

“All right,” I says, “let’s! I'll go as 
far as the next man when it comes to 
making a humdinger of Sand Burr. 
Here’s where I live and here’s where I 
die. We'll have one. What they like?” 

“Well, mostly,” says  Buckle-up, 
“they’re like junk shops.” 

“We got one already,” I says. “Isaac 
Cohen has one of the junkiest junk shops 
in this nation, bar none.” 

“No,” says Buckle-up, shaking his 
head again. “It ain’t the same thing. 
It’s got to be a different kind of junk. 
It’s like this, Bud—a link of stove pipe 
that Ike Cohen picks up anywhere’s 
won’t do. That ain’t nothing but stove 
pipe. It’s got to be a link of stove pipe 
Sir Walter Raleigh had under his arm 
when he landed on Plymouth Rock, or 
maybe one that fell down and dented 
George Washington’s head when he was 
signing the Declaration of Independence 
at Valley Forge. That’s what this here 
historical junk is like, Bud.” 


Old Buckle-up looked sort of worried, 
like he hadn’t made hisself real clear and 
plain and knew it. 

“Well, that leaves us out,” I says. 
“Sir Walter Raleigh never landed on no 
rocks of any sort anywhere’s around 
Sand Burr that I ever heard of. I don’t 
see how we can make it, Buckle-up. 
“Unless,” I says, “they’s mail order cata- 
logues we can order our junk out of.” 

“No,” says Buckle-up, letting out an- 
other notch of belt, “that ain’t the idea 
at all, Bud. It’s—now, wait! It’s got 
to be what you may call home-grown 
junk. Yes, that’s the idea. It’s got to 
be Sand Burr junk for Sand Burr, like 
it’s Plymouth Rock junk for Plymouth, 
and Piddyville junk for Piddyville. The 
—the historical history of Sand Burr 
showed forth by old rubber boots of the 
pioneers of Sand Burr, and a strip of 
paper thereon with ‘Rubber boot wore by 
One-eye Billings whilst digging the 
foundation of first house erected in Sand 
Burr, circa 1908.’ Like that.” 

“What’s ‘circa’?” I asks him. 

“T dunno,” he says, “but it goes be- 
fore the dates, mostly. Maybe it means 
the year the circus come to town, but it 
don’t seem likely, does it?” 

“We couldn’t use it,” I says, “because 
there ain’t ever any circus come to this 
town.” 

“Well,” he says, notching up his belt, 
“we can put ‘B. C.’ for ‘before circus,’ if 
we got to, can’t we?” 

“And, anyway,” I says, “One-eye Bil- 
lings never wore no rubber boots.” 

“T was using the rubber boot as a sort 
of poetical term,” says Buckle-up. “It 
don’t have to be a rubber boot and it 
don’t have to be One-eye Billings. The 
main thing is to have the junk hitched 
onto someone in a historical way.” 

“I kind of get the notion,” I says. 
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“What a feller has to do is to com- 
memorize the founders and old families 
and such by storing up the pants one of 
them wore and the shirt another one 
could of got back from the laundry if 
he hadn’t lost the ticket and Sam Hing 
wasn’t such an all-fired ignorant China- 
man.” . 

“Yes! Pants!” says Buckle-up eagerly. 
“That's the idea. They got pants in 
most all them Historical Societies back 
east. Knee pants mostly. We ain’t lia- 
ble to scare up many knee pants, but if 
worst comes to worst we might chop 
‘em off at the knees. You got the idea, 
Bud; I knowed you would, give you time. 
But the important point is to have a lot 
of it. You got to have a lot of show- 
eases full of buttons and such like junk. 
And frying pans and busted bedsteads 
and things all over the place. It’s got 
to be so a feller looks for an hour and 
ain’t hardly started by then. Old shoes 
and stuff, and the baby dress worn by 
the first child born in town; they all got 
that.” 

“There ain’t been any born in Sand 
Burr yet,” I says. 

“Well, we got to keep our eyes peeled 
and be on hand when one is, to get the 
first dress,” says Buckle-up. “It’s a 
blame pity there ain’t been a first-born, 
though. There was a first-born dress in 
every blame Historical Society me and 
Aunt Turilla nosed into. I don’t know 
but what it’s the most important thing a 
Historical Society has got to have to 
start business with. But, say!” he says, 
brightening up and hitching his belt 
three notches, “Why can’t we have the 
dress anyway?” 

“How so?” I says. 

“We could get one, couldn't we?” he 
asks. “Out of a mail-order catalogue? 
And have it in the rooms with the rest 
of the junk, with a label onto it, ‘Dress 
worn by first girl child born in Sand 
Burr’? And when the kid comes we can 
lend it the dress a couple of days. You 
bet!” 

“But maybe she won’t be a she,” I 
says 

“We got to take a chance on that,” 
says Buckle-up, “but she’s mighty near 
bound to be—they most always is, ac- 
cording to the things I seen in the His- 
torical Society places. That don’t trou- 
ble me none. If she’s a she, all right! 
And if she’s a he, all right! We'll let it 
go at that. The thing that bothers me, 
Bud, is how we're going to get an old 
maid for the Historical Society.” 

“Now, there you go again, Buck,” I 
says. “’Tain’t fair! You just get me 
tamed down to be willing to have the 
she a he and you ring in an old maid 
on me. It don’t sound right; if we get 
an old maid for this here genuine collec- 
tion of junk who’s going to pay to feed 
and dress her? I ain’t, if you want to 
know.” 

“Now, you don’t get me right, Bud,” 
said Buckle-up earnestly. “The old maid 
she don’t go in with the junk. Mostly 
that’s an old geezer, the one that stays 
to see that nobody don’t steal the ox 
yoke that this here Who’s-he’s great 
grandfather used. I sort of figgered 
Dad Hooker would be fine for that, if 
you thought it was all right.” 

“Well,” I says, “he’s an old geezer, if 
that’s what you need. “He’s older and 
geezier than anybody in these parts. But 


THE IGATHERNECK 


what’s the old maid for if she ain’t some 
of the junk?” 

Buckle-up told me then and there, 
speaking with earnestness and hitching 
up his belt a couple of notches and un- 
hitching it again, as was his way and 
habit, but he told it all over again when 
we met in the back room of Gosh Will- 
iam’s Absolutely Soft Drinks to formu- 
late and pronounciate the Sand Burr His- 
torical Society into being. 

It was a good meeting, many being 
present, for Sand Burr has more civic 
spirit to the square man than any town 
north of the Rio Grande when you come 
right down to it, and when Buckle-up 
had explained fore and aft and diagonal 
just what a Historical Society was the 
favoritism therefor was unanimous. 

“To start off with,” says Gosh Will- 
iams, “I'll donate the empty bottle that 
held the last genuine before-the-war gin 
in Sand Burr, with the identical glass 
stopple and cork washer that was in it 
in them good old days when Sand Burr 
was a mere babe. But a snorter she 
was!” 

“Why, now, that’s fine!” Buckle-up 
said with a tear in his eye or I'm a liar. 
“That’s fine, Gosh. And we'll put a lable 
on it, ‘Last original and genuine gin bot- 
tle opened in Sand Burr, donated by 
Gosh All Williams.’ That’s a mighty 
fine spirit. Bottles is one of the things 
they have. But we got to start right, 
boys, or it’s no use. Guns is one thing 
we got to have. They all has guns.” 

That put a dead kiyutus on us for a 
minute or so. Guns was one of the 
things nobody gives up until dead in 
Sand Burr and for a minute it looked as 
if the Historical Society went on the 
rocks right there. Buckle-up let it be 
known right then and there that the 
whole business was a fizzle if we didn’t 
have a gun. Old Dad Hooker saved the 
day. 

“Where’s this Historical Society going 
to be?” he asks. 

“You can have the empty room up over 
my Palatial Grocery and Shoes,” says 
Sim Cooper. “It ain’t worth a cuss any- 
way.” 

“That’s fine of you, Sim,” Buckle-up 
allows. “We can get some boxes for 
the Historical Society to meet on and 
she’ll be dandy.” 

“In that case,” says Dad Hooker, “see- 
ing that she ain’t going to be in no place 
where cards is played, I don’t mind hav- 
ing a label tagged on my six-gun for 
the good of the object. She can hang 
up there during business hours just as 
well as on my hip, and you can label her 
anything you dang please. And in case 
of necessity I can reach for her.” 

So, that being fixed, we got right down 
to tacks and Judge Billhop wrote down 
with a pencil the different junks we had 
to have to set up a first class Historical 
Society that nobody would be ashamed 
of. It was known and understood that 
these here relics must be off of the 
early and pioneer settlers of Sand Burr, 
but that did not bother us any because 
we were all such. When we got through 
scrapping we settled that us pioneers 
was entitled to only five relics per each 
in the collection, and we elected an Ex- 
ecuting Committee right there to kick 
out anything that was deleterious to the 
aims and honorableness of the Society. 
They set to work right away and drew 
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up some rules, such as all kinds of under. 
wear was barred, and it was no fair 
send to the mail order places for relies 
of our historical past, and not over six 
of one sort of thing was to be admitted 
Buckle-up listed up a list of the kind of 
things he’d took notice were much 
thought of back East, and the Executing 
Committee listed up who was to give 
what, as far as possible. 

Some of these things was a little harg 
to figure out how to get, right at first 
Things like the cradle the first chilg 
born in Sand Burr was rocked to sleep 
in, for instance. Sim Cooper says the 
way to do was to order a mail catalogye 
one whilst we were ordering the first 
dress for the kid, but Buckle-up put a 
kiyutus on that right off, saying the 
cradle had to look antique and care-worp 
and show the touch of a vanished hand 
where it had been rocked in the stilly 
watches of the night, and he thought it 
would be better to have One-eye Billings 
sculpture one out of wood, and paint it 
an old looking blue. Then Judge Billhop 
says blue won’t do, because he under- 
stands the child is to be a girl and pink 
is the color for girls as anybody but a 
noodle ought to know. Then Buckle-up 
says he ain’t right sure she’s going to 
be a girl, and maybe she'll be a boy, and 
who’s got any pink paint in Sand Burr 
anyway? So Judge Billhop says we can 
mail-order pink or any other blame color 
in the rainbow and why don’t Nature 
give some folks more common sense. So, 
finally, we allow to paint the cradle blue 
at one end and pink at the other and let 
it go at that, and everybody is satisfied. 

By that time we are all feeling fine, 
and it looks as if the Historical So- 
ciety’s collection was going to be a hunm- 
dinger and a credit to Sand Burr. Every- 
thing that looked new or useful was 
barred, and right there Gosh Williams 
devoted a pack of cards he’d carried on 
his hip about eighteen years and played 
so many games of stud with you couldn't 
hardly tell a king from an ace. Judge 
Billhop devoted the notice to pay ali- 
mony or go to jail that he’d got just be- 
fore he come to Sand Burr and changed 
his name. In a little bit everybody was 
feeling in his pockets for something his- 
toric and second-hand he could add to 
the collection, and things looked good, 
but Buckle-up threw a wrench into the 
gears right there. 

“Well, boys,” he says, tightening up 
his belt three or four notches, “this is 
all mighty fine and dandy and I can’t 
say how my old heart is touched to see 
you grabbing hold of my idea this away, 
but there’s one thing we’ve got to tackle 
right now or the whole thing goes blooey. 
What we going to do about the old 
maid?” 

The whole bunch looked at him open 
mouthed, like I had. 

“What’s the idea?” asked Gosh Will- 
iams. “What has an old maid got to do 
with this here outburst of patriotism and 
culture?” 

“We got to have one, Gosh,” says 
Buckle-up. “I hate like sin to cold-water 
this thing when she’s booming along 80 
spry, but I’ve been back East studying 
this question and you all ain’t. My 
Aunt Turilla took me to nineteen & 
maybe twenty of them Historical So 
ciety meetings and I know them from 

Continued on page 54 
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A SOLDIER OF LIBERTY 


By CAPT. JOHN W. THOMASON, Jr.,U.S.M.C. 


[TO DIAZ was a banana-cutter 
in the country behind Cape 
Gracias a Dois, on the Mosquito 
Coast. Like most of the peo- 
ple on that coast, he was a 
mixture of all the racial strains avail- 
able. His mother had been a yellowish 
woman from somewhere near Rio Grande 
and his father was most likely a Mos- 
quito Gulf Indian, for Tito had the typi- 
eal build of those hardy boatmen—a bul- 
let head set into great square shoulders, 
a chest like a barrel, long arms, a thick, 
long body, and sturdy legs. 

Tito could not read or write, and had 
never wanted to. He had never had on 
a pair of shoes, or travelled more than 
fifty miles from the place where he was 
born. When he grew large enough to 
swing a machete, his mother told him to 
go with God, great stomach that he was, 
and not to come back any more, eating 
everything on the place, name of ten 
thousand blessed virgins! She pointed 
her remarks with a large stick, and Tito 
went away. He went up the nearest 
river to the nearest banana plantation, 
and an uncritical contratista took him on 
as a cutter, at about one-tenth the usual 
wage. 

At the age of twenty, Tito could clear 
his quarter-hectaro of bananas in a day, 
drink as much of the fiery casusa on 
feast-days as the next man, and hold his 
own in the savage fights that always 
terminated such functions. Casusa is 
native rum, distilled for occasions by the 
mozos, and taken in quantities as soon 
as it is cool enough to swallow; then the 
celebrants carve each other up with 
machetes. Otherwise, Tito grew into a 
grave, even-tempered mozo, with noth- 
ing against any person and no thought 
beyond breakfast tomorrow. The year 
of the Sarmiento Revolution found him 
working for the third season in the cut- 
tings of the contratista Coto Fernandez 
by the Mawa River, that runs down to 
Puerto Cabesa, where the fruit-boats 
come. 

This Coto Fernandez was a superior 
man. His left hand was off at the wrist 
—Coto means “lamed”—since the day 
that a coral-snake struck him as he 
reached for a stem of bananas, in a 
seccion more than half an hour’s trot 
from the camp. There are many of 
these little red-and-black-banded devils 
among the bananas, and every camp 
keeps approved remedies for their bite; 
but you must get your treatment very 
quickly after being bitten—you should 
have it in seconds, for the best results. 
Ten minutes is too long to wait; you 
die, inside half an hour, most unpleas- 
antly. 

Coto Fernandez considered these 
things briefly while the color and the 
shape of his hand altered under his eyes; 
then he laid that hand across a log and 
cut it off at the wrist with one blow of 
his heavy machete. He daubed a hand- 
ful of black mud on the spouting stump, 
tied it up with strips from his trousers, 
and walked composedly to the camp. 
From the company hospital the tale 
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spread, and they made Coto Fernandez 
a capitaz, a foreman; and then, because 
his head worked as dependably under 
routine conditions as it did in emer- 
gencies, he became a contratista him- 
self, with a cutting of a hundred hectaros 
in his charge. 


He indicated that they were to get 
aboard the barge—quick. 


Coto Fernandez’s camp was on the 
high northern bank of the river, where 
a little creek came in. The company 
erected for him a long shed, with a 
splendid roof of corrugated iron, and a 
small room partitioned off at one end. 


In this room Coto Fernandez lived with 
his woman, and the mozos slung their 
hammocks outside, down the length of 
the shed. The woman cooked for all 
hands—from fifteen to twenty men—and 
presented the contratista with babies at 
regular intervals. Such unions are the 
custom of the country, and are usually 
permanent; sooner or late, in a pros- 
perous season, Coto Fernandez would 
take his family down to the priest at 
Puerto Cabesa, and the padre would 
marry the couple and baptize all the 
children. It was here, observing the 
elegance and order of the Fernandez 
establishment, that Tito first felt the 
stirrings of ambition. 

Forethought, in a native of the ba- 
nana-lands, where there is no stress of 
climate and sustaining food can be 
plucked from the trees twelve months 
out of twelve, is rare enough to set a 
man apart. Your mozo’s earthly pos- 
sessions are seldom more than the shirt 
and trousers he wears, and his machete. 
These he can move without undue exer- 
tion, and he drifts up and down the 
country, along the rivers, as inconse- 
quentially as the monkeys and the par- 
rots move. A hand who will stay in one 
place for more than two seasons is sure 
of preferment. 

Tito noted the esteem in which the 
American manager held Coto Fernandez 
when his little power-beat dropped in 
from time to time on inspections, and 
Tito saw himself, first, a capitaz, and 
then a contratista, the friend of gringo 
managers, with a house and a woman of 
his own. And especially Tito saw Rosa- 
lita, who was Coto Fernandez’s oldest 
girl, budded all at once from a brat into 
a slim, gold-tinted woman, with her dark 
crinkly hair gathered low on her nape, 
and her dark eyes that gave Tito odd 
sensations in the pit of his stomach. 
Certainly he was going to stay. 

There was on the cutting of Coto Fer- 
nandez another man who saw eye to eye 
with Tito in this matter of staying—the 
tall black capitaz, Juan. After working 
together for three seasons, they made 
together the discovery that Rosalita was 
growing up and worthy of a man’s time. 
Soon after that, Tito found a coral-snake 
in his hammock, but Tito moved faster 
than most men. Again, his hammock 
lashings broke under him one night, and 
he very nearly impaled himself on a 
razor-sharp machete, propped cunningly 
—extremely odd that new grass-lash- 
ings should unravel so—odd about the 
machete, too ... 

Tito thought it over, saying nothing. 
But Holy Week, when no man works, fol- 
lowed after that, and on the last day of 
the fiesta Tito and Juan settled the affair 
between themselves, with their machetes, 
in the swamp on the creek that came 
down through the bananals. 

When their argument was finished, 
black Juan’s slashed chest ceased to 
heave, after some minutes; and he lay in 
an unsightly huddle among the stained 
and trampled grasses of the swamp. 
Tito wiped the blood out of his eyes and 
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was aware that Rosalita stood at his 
shoulder, panting a little, as if she had 
been running. 

“Ayi—pobrecito!” she said presently, 
and devised something for Juan’s last 
effort, which was a gash that ran from 
Tito’s hair to the angle of the jaw, deep 
as the bone. And it was she, a practical 
person, who indicated with a little ges- 
ture the long blunt head of an alligator, 
risen without a ripple in the creek be- 
low them. “Caiman,” she breathed. To- 
gether they heaved at the heavy carrion 
of the late capitaz and with much effort, 
because Tito was dizzy and weak, they 
slid it into the dark water for caiman, 
who tells no tales on any man .. . 

The pair of them turned up at Coto 
Fernandez’s cutting three days later, 
making no remarks. Rosalita’s mother, 
fat and shrill, found much to say. But 
Coto Fernandez said that the little one 
was old enough to set up for herself, and 
Tito was a steady 
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refuge in a neighboring republic, and 
fomented war. 

A revolution in the banana-countries 
is a curious weaving. In the background 
there are large business interests that 
want something and are willing to pay 
for it. There must be a conspicuous 
man with a grievance, whose name is a 
rallying-point for all the little politicos 
without goveviument jobs. There may be 
a few patriots. To these come a drift 
of restless chaps, out-at-elbows fishers 
in troubled waters; and there is added 
a sprinkling of plain fools with illusions 
about adventure. 

Arms and ammunition sift in from un- 
known sources; rifles of honest arsenals 
—St. Etienne, Spandau, Remington—are 
broken out of packing-cases stenciled 
“farming implements.” Field guns with 
worn rifling and rusty training-gear, 
that perhaps fired their last rounds 
across the wooded reaches of the Ar- 


fellow, as these , 
mozos went. He wt 
added that Tito 


might as well be 
capitaz until black 
Juan returned from 
wherever he had 
gone—the rascal, 
notoriously addict- 
ed to drink, was 
doubtless’ sleeping 
it off in a calabozo 
somewhere. 

He looked at Ti- | 
to’s gashed head, 
and he decided, pri- 
vately, that it 
would be a long 
time before Juan | 
came back. But he | 
asked no questions, 
for he was a‘sensi- 


ble man. Instead, 
he helped Tito to 
set up a little 
thatched shack on 


the river bank, and 
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base as to sit at ease while the father. 
land perished. In swift response to the 
piteous appeals of his people, whom he 
regarded as his very children, he was 
returning. Let traitors tremble! Le 
the tyrant and the oppressor craw] into 
holes and pull the holes after them! 
Armies, patriot armies, avenging armies, 
would spring from earth in arms where 
he, Sarmiento, trod! The valiant man. 
hood of such a nation would never ep. 
dure slavery: he, Sarmiento, would lead 
them up out of bondage. The miserable 
minions of the unspeakable Federals 
would flee at the sight of his patriot 
legions, armed with right and justice, 
A few victories, and the soldiers of 
liberty would return to their homes, 
loaded with gold and honors, to relate to 
their admiring families the glories of 
their achievements, and to rejoice in free. 
dom and prosperity evermore! And a 
great deal further to the same effect. 
All of this meant 
} absolutely nothing 
to Tito. He re 
| garded himself as 
very well-off where 
he was. He had 
never heard of Sar. 
miento, and no 
| body was oppress- 
| ing him, that he 
| knew of. He wasn't 
mad at the Federal 

Faction, whatever 
that might be 
| Furthermore, he 
had few enough 
| men — couldn't 
| spare any of them, 
| with the bananas 
ripening faster 
than usual, and the 
rains starting so 
early. Being capi- 
taz, he said as 
much. 

The colonel told 
him that it made 
no difference. He 
and his mozos 


showed him how —-—— 
to make a luxu- 
rious bedstead of 
straight springy 
poles and woven strips of cane. And 
Tito settled down to be a solid citizen. 
The months slid past like driftwood on 
the river. Young parrots that were in 
the egg when Tito and Rosalita confided 
black Juan to caiman, up the creek, were 
now strong on the wing, and exercised 
with their screaming elders of evenings 
over the stream, when the mozos came 
in from the cuttings and waited for the 
rice to boil. There was an even chance 
that Rosalita’s baby would be a boy, and 
Tito was increasingly pleased with him- 
self. He was, he considered, fortunate 
beyond all mozos: this Rosalita was a 
superior woman, with spirit in her. Al- 
ready she was wanting a pair of shoes 
from the Chinaman’s store down the 
river, and she kept after him about go- 
ing to the priest—they could do that 
when the big rains started, and a man 
might spare the time. Indeed, the 
chances are that she would have driven 
Tito Diaz up in the world; their children 
might have gone shod and read news- 
papers. And meantime, in the north, 
the President-General Carmiento, exiled 
for cause by his political opponents in 
the capitol across the mountains, took 


Small boats full of Marines came from the North American cruiser 


gonne, are set up under palm-trees. It 
remains only to recruit the rank and 
file, the common soldiers. One simply 
goes out and gets them; but since they 
are deplorably intent on their own small 
affairs, and quite indifferent to govern- 
ments, recruiting officers have to be per- 
suasive. 

About sundown one evening, the Sar- 
miento War involved Tito. 

A river tug came noisily down-stream, 
towing a barge; instead of yellow-green 
banana-stems it carried armed men, who 
landed from it. Simultaneously, armed 
men approached the camp along the 
trails that led through the banana sec- 


ciones. Coto Fernandez, his capitaz and 
all his mozos were assembled. A fat 
man who wore khaki breeches and a 


large pistol mounted on a box and made 
oration. 

He said he was a colonel, and he read 
from a paper how the President-General 
Eustacio Leopoldo Sarmiento B., in exile 
on a foreign strand, had heard with 
bleeding heart the outcries of his un- 
happy people, ground beneath the 
wicked heels of those vipers and wolves 
of the Federal Faction. 

The President-General was not so 


could volunteer for 
service with the so- 
glorious soldiers of 
liberty like patriots or they would be 
shot—he really didn’t have time to hang 
anybody. He indicated that they were 
to get aboard the barge—quick! He him- 
self relieved Tito of his long machete. 
That one-handed fellow was no good— 
but all the rest—old Pepe, who was gray- 
bearded, and young Pancho, who was 
hardly as long as a rifle—aboard the 
barge, you! 

Rosalita’s mother set up a very great 
outery, but Rosalita was silent. Only, 
she took the thin silver escudita of her 
name-saint from her neck and hung it 
around Tito’s brown throat . . . Her 
eyes were big with fear and pain: 
women have perhaps an instinct ; 
Tito whispered to her, “Oja, Chica— 
never mind. I wil! get away from these 
fools when they stop—I will be back in 
the morning, and we will hide until this 
foolishness is finished.” But she covered 
her mouth with her rebosa. One prodded 
him with a bayonet, and another put the 
butt of a rifle in the small of his back 
and pushed; they were fifty men with 
guns, and Tito went with his mozos 
aboard the barge. The wails of Rosa- 
lita’s mother followed them down the 
darkening river. 
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In the brush somewhere, the field gun began to shoot 


The barge did not tie up for the night; 
it kept right on, and one might not drop 
overboard and swim, for there were alli- 
gators. In the morning they passed into 
the lagoon below, and in the heat of the 
day they landed on an island off the 
mainland, where there were several hun- 
dred frowzy fellows and a miscellaneous 
collection of boats. An important yel- 
low negro wrote their names in a book, 
and one thrust a rifle into Tito’s hand 
and ordered him to come and learn to 
shoot. With others he lay on his stom- 
ach in the sand and fired ten rounds at 
the ribs of an old wreck 
off the beach, having been 
taught how to cram a clip 
of cartridges into the 
magazine, and how to 
work the bolt of the 
clumsy, fool-proof Russian 
rifle. 

Broad red ribbons were 
distributed; you wore them 
as hatbands, for they were 
the color of the Sarmiento 
party, and also its uni- 
form. One gathered that 
the Federals wore blue. 
The noise of the shooting 
pleased Tito, and red was 
a color he admired. But 
they gave you the slim- 
mest ration of rice and 
plantains, which the men 
boiled over little drift- 
wood fires, and Tito 
thought sadly of Rosa- 
lita’s cooking-pots, and he 
thought of Rosalita, and 
Rosalita’s small lemon- 
tinted heels pattering on the hard dirt 
floor under his thatch, and he thought of 
his banana cuttings, overripe, and he 
felt very low inside. 

The more he saw of this affair, the 
less he liked it. All foolishness, espe- 
cially the drill—making a hundred men 
stand in line, and face this way and that 
way for an angry little man who never 
seemed to want the same thing two 
minutes at a time! Further, they batted 
you about with the flat of a machete. 

Tito was resolved to run away at the 
first opportunity. Some dark night he 
would get a boat, and once on the main- 
land, he could slip out of sight like a 
parrot in a mango-tree! He would take 
Rosalita and live in the bush until this 
madness was finished. So he thought, 
fingering Rosalita’s thin silver medal- 
lion 

His comrades in arms, most of whom 
were present under the same circum- 
stances as he was, felt much the same 
way about it; but more came in every 
day, for Sarmiento was doing well along 
the coast. Two things held them to- 
gether: the boats were guarded by sharp, 
tough bravos from the coast towns, and 
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the water 
was populous 
with large 
brown sharks. 

Weeks of 
monotonous 
wretchedness 
went by; 
then, in a 
day, the army 
was em- 
barked on all 
the boats and 
barges avail- 
able—river tugs, borrowed from the fruit 
companies, auxiliary schooners, coast- 
trade vessels with rusty plates, sailing- 
boats, anything—and they went for a 
day and a night to the southward. 

This distressed Tito, for he now had 
no idea where he was, and it would be a 
long trail back to Rosalita. They steered 
in to a straight white beach, backed by 
a line of jungle, out of which a few tall 
palms lifted. A mile or so south, down 
the beach, the land raised into a rough, 
wooded hill, with water on three sides 
of it. One said that the Federal Armies 


They laid a Lewis gun on the squirming mass of men behind it 


had taken refuge on this hill; presently 
Sarmiento would fight them there and 
end the war! The name of the place 
was so-and-so—it was strange to Tito, 
and he promptly forgot it. He could 
see, even at a distance, that bananas 
would not do well on such soil, and there 
would be no mahogany, either. 

But this day Tito’s company had scant 
time to look around; they were put to 
work unloading the boats and carrying 
all sorts of stores—ammunition, sacks 
of rice and beans, stems of plantains— 
across the beach to the shelter of the 
bushes. 

They got a field-gun ashore, and they 
sweated under an enormous crate which 
contained a light tractor, impressed 
from the wharves of the very fruit com- 
pany that Tito worked for—he recog- 
nized the sign of the 
company. Under the 
direction of an Eng- 
lishman who said he 
knew about such 
things, Sarmiento’s 
people had built a 
frame-work on this 
tractor, and housed 
it with plates of 


Five 
iron. Inside, a machine gun was 
mounted. They had also a drunken 
American beach-comber who said he 


could run it, and a German who claimed 
to be a machine-gunner; and Sarmiento 
expected great things of his tank. 

When they had it safe ashore, the 
Britisher, the American, and the Ger- 
man got very drunk by way of celebrat- 
ing, and remained that way as long as 
their liquor lasted, which was a week. 
During this week, the Sarmiento army 
marked time, for they counted heavily 
on the tank in their attack, and nobody 
else could make it go. 

It was a very dull week for Tito. The 
Federals on the hill did a little firing, 
and the Sarmientistas fired a great deal 
from the beach, but it was long-range 
shooting, and few were hit. When mer- 
chant steamers came in from sea and 
anchored off the hill, out of range, Sar- 
miento sent out tugs with armed men 
to search the steamers, on the chance of 
picking up something; but small boats 
full of Marines came from the North 
American cruiser that was lying off 
there, and kept them from taking any of 
the elegant things that 
were said to be on those 
steamers. 

Tito, whose company 
was detailed for several of 
these trips, had hoped to 
find something for Rosa- 
lita in this way—a new 
rebosa, maybe, or a pair 
of shoes; she had always 
wanted a pair of shoes— 
and he felt resentful 
against the North Ameri- 
eans. About this time the 
last of the tank-crew’s 
Seotch was finished, and 
they became sober, and 
were angry enough for 
any kind of fighting. 

One morning Tito’s com- 
pany was awakened early. 
Their officers came among 
them, kicking and striking 
with the flats of their ma- 


chetes. Up you come, you 
peresozos! Shake a hoof, 
cat-whiskered ca- 
brones! Attention, you! get in line, 
you! It appeared that they were going 


to have this fight. Tito was very glad. 
He hoped that the fight would settle it 
so he could go back where he came from, 
and he would have seen something of 
the world, too. He listened attentively 
to what the officer was saying. 

The cowardly Federals have strung 
barbed wire across the beach, in front of 
the hill. The tank—that turtle-looking 
thing yonder, cares nothing for barbed 
wire—it is to go right through; then 
the company is to run through behind it, 
and all the rascals on the hill will be 
driven into the sea. That is not all! The 
big tug out there has two hundred men 
aboard her, and guns like a gringo 
cruiser! She will start at the same time, 

Continued on page 53 
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THE FLYING CAYUSE 


INGER HAINES whirled the 
Ae propeller of his Bleriot, leaped 


~? 4 into the cockpit, and cut in the 

Z spark and gas. 

“Git up, cayuse,” he hollered 
happily. An airplane to Ginger was an 
animated horse, with the power to fly. 
For that reason he expected a little more 
from it than from the horses that he 
used to ride when a cowboy in southern 
Texas. The roar of the motors was 
sweet music to his practiced ears; it 
meant power. And power meant speed! 
Cautiously he throttled down to what 
would have been a stalling point, had he 
been in the air. He smiled broadly as he 
noted the result. 

“As slick as the devil,” he muttered 
absently, as he turned off the gas. 

“Seen the devil, lately?” a soft, pleas- 
ant voice laughed over his shoulder. 

A flush swept his tanned face, as he 
turned to look into the dark eyes of a 
girl in a flannel blouse and gray knick- 
ers. Her shiny bobbed hair was flutter- 
ing carelessly in the breeze of the late 
afternoon. 

“Hello, Rhea. Gosh, I didn’t hear you 
in all this racket. Er—didn’t see any- 
thin’ of Gus, did you?” 

A puzzled look flashed to Rhea’s dark 
eyes. “Oh—you mean that greasy me- 
chanic who went up with us the other 
day? No, I haven’t seen a soul since I 
parked my roadster in the bushes over 
there. But say, Kiddo—what’s the 
meaning of all this cowboy outfit you’re 
dolled up in—going to rope some fairies 
over on Mars?” 

Ginger looked sheepish, as he glanced 
downward at the chaps that flapped 
awkwardly from his legs. He knew he 
must look funny to Rhea Saunders; he’d 
felt queer all day, somehow. He wanted 
two things; money and Rhea. Each 
minute he was getting more desperately 
in love with Rhea, but well he knew her 
father’s ideas in regard to a son-in-law 
without money! Today he’d been think- 
ing of his old life on the ranch; he’d dug 
out his cowboy clothes hoping they might 
change his luck. But Rhea was waiting 
for her answer. 

“No,” he muttered absently, “not un- 
less we run into a herd of thoroughbreds. 
If we do—I might take a fling at ’em.” 

Rhea’s face sobered. “Have you seen 
the late paper?” she asked eagerly. 

Ginger shook his head. “Nope 
haven’t seen a darn’ thing. Been 
workin’ on this plane all day———” 

Rhea handed him a crumpled copy of 
the Hartford Tribune. “Read that!” she 
urged excitedly. 

His eyes widened as he _ glanced 
rapidly over the black headlines; “BOLD 
TRAIN ROBBERY: CENTRAL EX- 
PRESS HELD UP: BANDITS ESCAPE 
IN HUGE AIRPLANE: HEADING 
EAST.” 

Ginger handed the paper back to Rhea, 
and lighted a cigarette. Suddenly he 
started. “Do you know, Rhea, I believe 
I saw that plane, about half an hour 
ago. It was flyin’ low. The blue and 
red underbody compared with this de- 


scription exactly.” 
Rhea’s eyes sparkled. “It'd be a lark 
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to chase ’em, wouldn’t it?” she cried. 

Ginger was already adjusting his fly- 
ing helmet. His eyes narrowed as he 
glanced furtively toward the girl. 

“Must have guns; probably know how 
to use ’em, too,” he muttered gloomily. 

Rhea shivered. “That’s right, Ginger. 
Guess we don’t want to get too close to 
those birds. S’pose there’s a reward out 
for their capture?” she queried anx- 
iously, while her eyes scanned the blue 
sky eastward. 

Ginger puffed savagely at his cigar- 
ette. “Will be, if there isn’t,” he mused 
thoughtfully. “Wish that lazy Gus 
would hurry up—lI’d sure get on their 
trail with this boat.” 

Rhea climbed nimbly into the cockpit. 
A smile came to her pretty face, as she 
glanced about the familiar little room. 
For many weeks, unbeknown to her 
parents, she had been training to be an 
air pilot. Ginger had often assured her 
that she was as competent as himself. 

“Oh, boy!” she laughed merrily, “if 
you haven’t got that lariat hung in here 
again; and there’s that ten-gailon Stet- 
son. Say, Ginger, you'll look sweet fly- 
ing in that!” 

Ginger flushed painfully. “Gosh, I 
dunno just why I’ve such a hankerin’ 
for all those fixin’s. A feller gits queer 
habits, bein’ a cowboy———” 

“Didn’t tote along your six-gun, did 
you?” she taunted merrily. 

He thrust his hand under his coat. 
When he withdrew it, a gun flashed in 
the sunlight. 

“Gee!” she exclaimed admiringly, 
“vou’re some gunman, I’ll tell the world. 
Let’s look at that holster, will you?” 

He pulled his coat aside, and exposed 
a worn, leather holster, just under his 
left arm-pit. His face sobered as he ex- 
plained: “I’ve worn that gun there for 
years. Saved my life, once.” He threw 
his cagerette stub to the ground, and 
stepped on it. Anxiously he gazed across 
the landing field. 

“Isn’t it the limit,” he growled, “when 
you need a man most, he’s never here!” 

Rhea looked curiously toward the fuel- 
gauge. “Gosh,” she exclaimed, “you 
haven't got her stocked up for a very 
long cruise.” Suddenly she seized his 
arm. 

“Ginger—if you’re real anxious to get 
after those bandits, I’ll help you. I 
don’t believe they’re half as bad as 
they’re represented to be.” 

For a moment Ginger looked pleased, 
then his face suddenly sobered. He shook 
his head; “I wouldn’t like to be respon- 
sible for your safety. It’s bad enough 
to be takin’ you up without your parents 
consent, but fightin’ in the clouds with 
bullets—that’s goin’ too far.” 

But Rhea already had her helmet ad- 
justed. A pair of goggles hung from 
her neck; her eyes had a glint, her lips 
were compressed. 

“I’m going, Ginger. No use in talk- 
ing about it. I can’t hear worth a darn 
with this helmet on, so ring off, and cut 
in the gas.” 

He climbed into the cockpit, and try- 
ing to make his voice stern, ordered her 
out. She laughed at him. Finally he 


gave in, and swinging out over the fuse. 
lage, kicked the blocks from under the 
wheels. Soberly he climbed back in, took 
his seat, and stuck his feet in the stir. 
rups. - With his left hand he advanced 
spark and gas. A roar and the big 
machine taxied down the field. He 
moved the stick a trifle; immediately the 
plane left the ground, and glided twenty 
feet above the branches of a tall chest. 
nut tree that marked the eastern bound- 
ary of the field. 

Up and up he steadily zoomed, until 
the altimeter read two thousand feet, 
then he headed more nearly south. He 
had an idea that the train bandits would 
fly above the Connecticut River; they'd 
probably steer for Long Island Sound, 
and make a get-a-way in some isolated 
cove. 

After getting above the first ceiling, 
Ginger found the air clearer; also colder, 
With a shiver he adjusted the throttle 
so as to make about a hundred miles an 
hour. After traveling for some time by 
compass, and seeing nothing of the ban- 
dit plane, he cut the power and glided 
toward the earth. It would be necessary 
to get his bearings before darkness over- 
took them. Anxiously he began looking 
for some familiar land mark. All he 
saw was green fields, as he gradually 
got lower. Cutting in the power, he 
roared along at an altitude of a little 
less than a thousand feet. 

Huge gardens with long, straight rows 
of tobacco plants waving green in the 
breeze, met his eyes, and he knew he was 
not far from the river. Houses, barns, 
woodland, winding roadways blurred be- 
neath him. He glanced anxiously at 
Rhea. Sitting erect she caught his eyes; 
her quick smile was reassuring. Con- 
versation was impossible in the roar of 
the motor, so he cut the power, and put 
the plane into a long glide. Wind 
shrieked through the struts and wings, 
but still it was possible to talk. 

“Feelin’ all right?” he yelled. He 
knew she was. Rhea was always a sport. 
Sometimes he almost forgot that she 
was a woman—but not quite. That 
pretty form even when screened by 
crude, mannish clothes, always had a 
subtle magnetism that pulled on his 
heart strings. 

“Sure thing,” she cried, “let’s have 
those field-glasses a minute.” 

Ginger reached to the rack, and with- 
out turning his head, handed the glasses 
over his shoulder. He turned as he 
heard an excited exclamation from the 

irl. 

: “There’s a plane off in the east, over 
Colchester way,” she pointed excitedly 
with one hand. Soon he made it out 
with naked eyes, and cutting in the 
power, pointed the Bleriot straight 
toward it. If it was the seaplane, he 
knew they must have made a landing. 
He wondered if they had left the booty m 
some cache along the river. Soon he 
could make out the red and blue under 


body. 

“That’s them!” he muttered eagerly. 
But a moment later he scowled as t 
seaplane suddenly zoomed straight uP 
ward. Must be the bandits were suspr 
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cious of their pursuer! A gleam came 
to Ginger’s eyes as he thought of the 
gun concealed beneath his coat. Then 
he remembered Rhea’s danger—he 
wished he’d not allowed her to come on 
such a foolhardy trip. Of course he 
could turn back, but he hated to do that, 


w 
mUnthinkingly Ginger had allowed the 
Bleriot to fly almost underneath the ban- 
dit plane. Suddenly he heard a queer 
sound close by his hand; something had 
ripped a jagged hole in the thin metal 
sheathing. The bandits were shooting 
at them! 

For himself he had no fear. It seemed 
as though it must be someone else at 
the controls. His hands felt queer, his 
face had no feeling—but the wind al- 
ways did that. Again a bullet plopped 
silently through a wing. It was spook- 
ish. Uncanny, ominous! 

The big seaplane was directly over- 
head now, making the Bieriot safe from 
its enemy. But it would be impossible 
to keep in this shelter long. Soon the 
leaden bullets would ping at them again! 

There was only one thing to do—he’d 
have to dive. Once below the ceiling of 
clouds, he’d be screened from the bullets. 
Disgustedly he shifted the controls, and 
put the Bleriot into a nose dive. He'd 
barely cut the power, when Rhea’s shrill 
voice came at him above the shrieking 
of the wind through the wires and wings. 

“What's matter—going to land?” she 
asked anxiously. 

Ginger shook his head. Each second 
the Bleriot was tearing downward 
through the clouds with increasing speed. 
Fearing the bandits bullets, he purposely 
swerved the plane, making erratic curves 
and circles. He knew Rhea hadn’t sus- 
pected as yet their new danger. She 
must think he’d gone crazy. When the 
altimeter indicated 500 feet, he drew 
back the stick, and once more cut in 
the power. Giving the motor just 
enough gas to keep from stalling the 
machine, he headed in a southerly direc- 
tion. The sun had dipped beneath the 
western horizon. Already a dim haze 
filled the air. Soon it would be hard to 
follow the seaplane—unless it carried 

Already the landscape was turning to 
a dark blur. Tearing into the night with 
only a faint light on the windshield to 
show the instrument readings, Ginger 
tried to plan a way to get the bandits. 

His eyes lighted as he glimpsed the 
lariat. Here was an old friend; it put 
new courage into him. Suddenly he 
opened the throttle wide, and deliberately 
pointed the Bleriot upward. When the 
altimeter registered about two thousand 
feet, he cut the power, and turned to 
Rhea. 

“Take a look with the glasses,” he 
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shouted, “see if you can pick ’em up any- 
where.” 

Lifting her goggles, Rhea adjusted 
the powerful glasses, then pointed ea- 
gerly to her right. It was some distance 
below them, and to Ginger looked like a 
dark blur, but as he cut in the power and 
drew nearer, the indistinct mass gradu- 
ally took shape. It was the seaplane! 
A moment later, a flare of light appeared 
underneath the big plane—the pilot had 
turned on the searchlight, evidently hop- 
ing to spot his pursuer. 

Ginger now gave the Bleriot more 
power, and kept pointed upward. Sud- 
denly, he cut the power, and leaned 
toward Rhea. “Sit in here, will you?” 
he cried. 

Eagerly the girl slid into the pilot’s 
seat, and pushed her feet into the stir- 
rups; with deft hand she cut in the 
motor, and buckled the strap about her. 

With a roar the Bleriot was off again, 
and Ginger was now able to watch the 
seaplane more closely. Both planes were 
at an altitude of about 1500 feet, with 
the bandit plane the highest, when sud- 
denly the latter turned savagely and 
swooped directly toward the Bleriot. For 
an instant it was all up to Rhea; her 
keen eyes saw the danger. 

Like a bird, the Bleriot swerved, and 


dove directly under the seaplane. It was 
a bold move, but saved the day! 
Ginger drew a long breath. Only 


inches had saved them that time. He 
shivered as he realized the cold-blooded 
hatred of those bandits. The next mo- 
ment a bullet whined by Ginger’s head, 
and interrupted his musing. Instinc- 
tively he glanced at Rhea. His heart 
slumped coldly as he saw her wince; she 
had been hit! Loosing his strap he 
leaped to her side. The roar of the 
mechanism drowned his excited inquiry. 
With a swift glance toward the enemy 
plane, she cut the power an instant. 

“It’s nothing,” she assured quickly. 
“That bullet cut a hole in my glove; 
scared me for a second.” Her lips com- 
pressed, as with a flick of her hand she 
cut in the power again. 

Once more the Bleriot roared, and 
pointed toward the seaplane. This time 
Rhea swerved, and zoomed to a point 
about 500 feet above the enemy plane. 
Ginger knew that bullets were tearing 
through the air, but a dark plane made 
a poor target; a few clouds between, and 
they’d be safe! A jagged hole showed 
suddenly at his feet, and Ginger reached 
sullenly for the searchlight button; he’d 
blind the devils! 

As the white flood covered the enemy 
plane, Ginger got a good view of the 
bandits. Two men sat back of the pilot. 
One had a rifle across his knees, while 
his companion clutched an automatic, 
and pointed it straight upward. 


Seven 


Suddenly the roar of the Bleriot’s mo- 
tor ceased. Rhea turned a frightened 
face. “The gas-tank!” she cried. “See 
that gauge!” 

For once Ginger’s heart missed a beat. 
He knew what that meant—one of those 
bullets had punctured the tank! Soon 
they’d be helpless, and have to land. Dis- 
gustedly he peered at the gauge. 

“Cut her in!” he shouted, “and get 
above those devils again, if you can—” 
his voice was drowned in the roar, as 
the powerful motor whirred the propel- 
ler. With a scowl he turned off the one 
faint light; no need to watch the instru- 
ment board any more. He’d have to do 
something quick; then go down! 

The Bleriot was soon higher than the 
seaplane, and almost directly over it. 
He doubted if the bandits could see the 
smaller plane now, but the gas would 
last only a few minutes longer. With a 
grim smile he reached for his lariat, and 
tied one end with a double hitch to a 
heavy strut. Loop in right hand, he 
—— Rhea’s eye, and motioned to the 
eft. 

She guessed his meaning and pressed 
her foot on the stirrup control. With a 
quick swerve the plane responded, and 
the next instant Ginger dropped the 
loop of his lariat directly over the head 
and shoulders of one of the bandits. It 
was the man with the rifle. 

Blindly the bandit desperately fired 
his gun and clutched at the noose. His 
eyes bulged as the loop tightened with 
a jerk, pinning his arms to his sides, 
and lifting him in mid-air. As Ginger 
began to haul his victim in, the man 
frantically kicked, struggled, then spun 
helplessly on the slender leathern rope. 
Paralyzed with fear, he was _ finally 
pulled over the fuselage of the Bleriot, 
and Ginger loosened the noose. , 

With lariat coiled again, Ginger peered 
cautiously over the edge of the fuselage; 
he ducked his head as he caught the 
glint of an automatic. Another ugly 
hole appeared in the wing of the Bleriot 
close by his hand. 

Rhea sat calmly gauging the distance 
between the two planes, one tense hand 
on the throttle. Ginger felt a thrill of 
admiration as he noted her nonchalance. 
He glanced furtively toward the gas- 
gauge; impossible to’read it in the dark, 
but he knew only too well; it was nearly 
empty! 

Each second now he expected to hear 
the dreaded sound of a cylinder missing. 
He must work fast. Frantically he 
peered again over the edge. The sea- 
plane had gone into a nose-dive! Ginger 
leaped to Rhea’s side. 

“Down!” he shouted. His voice was 
lost in the sullen roar, but she caught 
his desperate motion, and instantly put 
; Continued on page 52 
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OUT OF THE BRIG 
By LOU WYLIE 


f Dear Fellows: 
Add to our grow- 

r ing list of ex- 
marines the name 
of Edward H. 
| Sears, Jr., of Al- 
bany, New York. 
U nf or tunately, 
Mr. Sears is very 
| bashful and he 
refused to tell us 

anything about 
his exploits other 

than the fact that 

_& when he went in 
at the beginning 
of the war that 
he drilled one day 
and helped, on the alternate days, to build 


“Lou Wylie” 


Quantico. But, from others associated 
with Eddie we learned that there are 
records at Washington that bear evi- 


dence of his bravery overseas and of 
the commission that he won. 

Since leaving the Service ex-lieutenant 
Sears has been advance press represen- 
tative for the Sells Floto Circus and 
from the successful season the show has 
just concluded we gather that he is do- 
ing a good job. We were seated in sec- 
tion D, on a lower tier of seats. The 
band was blaring “Hallelujah’ and a 
bunch of clowns were tinkering with a 
trick Ford that alternately spouted water 
over them or ran crazily off around the 
1iag. Right in front of us a very active 
little lady was putting five big bull ele- 
phants through their tricks. It was the 
first time in months that Eddie’s show 
had caught up with him, and one could 
see that he was enjoying it. Every time 
we tried to corner him into a talk on 
the subject of Belleau Wood, or the 
Aisne he would back off, very much the 
way the clown’s donkey was laying back 
his ears and backing off from the hurdle 
that they were trying to persuade it to 
make. 

Finally, with the persuasive air of a 
newspaper sub-sister we cooed, “Come, 
Mr. Sears, you wear a Marine Corps 
button in your lapel so you certainly 
must have some memories of the Corps 
in France, haven’t you?” 

“Yes,” admitted Eddie, watching a 
girl friend of his do one hundred aerial 
somersaults suspended by one arm, high 
above our head, “I have a host of lovely 
memories.” 

“Ah!” we some of 


thrilled, “tell us 


them.” 
“The W. A. A. C.’s,” laconically ad- 
mitted Eddie as he assisted in giving 


the athletic girl friend her need of ap- 
plause. 

Finally, however, a reminiscent 
shadow crossed his face and he admitted 
that he had one memory that he carried, 
despite his will, and that very often was 
visualized in his dreams. It was not a 
pleasant one. It was a Belleau Wood 
memory, of hours of fighting, and strain- 
ing forward. On a knoll a bit ahead of 
him was a huge German, laughing 
demonically and swinging the butt of 
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his gun about him, fighting off some 
twelve or fourteen men. There would be 
a crushing sound and a man would drop. 
The big German would continue his 
laughing and the gun would swing again. 
Then, a little Irishman came up back of 
the big fellow, took in the situation at 
a glance and with a quick, upward sweep 
of his arm sent his bayonet through the 
big German’s neck and out through the 
top of his head. And that momentary 
look of surprise that swept the big Ger- 
man’s face before he fell forward is 
what has followed Eddie ever since 

The big elephants wallowed past us 
on their way out of the ring. The active 
little woman, in a Beau Brummel cos- 
tume, caught sight of Eddie as she 
swayed backwards and forwards on the 
gray mountain named Trilby, and she 
waved her tall silk hat ecstatically at 
Eddie and war memories faded as he 
returned her salute, and commenced to 
regale me with bits of circus gossip. 
Two gobs from the “Rochester” passed 
us, and Eddie tantalizingly hummed: 

“If the Army or the Navy ever gaze 
on Heaven’s scenes” as I noted down the 
discovery of another ex-marine in my 
note book. “Semper Fidelis.” 


Just because trousers .on a trouser 
hanger hang pockets down don’t neces- 
sarily mean that a woman invented the 
hanger. 


Mary had a little bus, 

Rattled some and made a fuss, 
Brakes worked none too well; 

Once the darn thing would not stop 
So she hit the traffic cop, 

Which caused her lots of trouble. 


“Whah wuz you las’ night, Black Boy, 
wuz you out gamblin’ again?” 

“Youah guess is wrong as usual Mistah 
Jones, ah was not gamblin’, ah wuz 
usin’ mah own dice.” 


It was Hallowe’en night. A pale yel- 
low moon hung over the maples that 
edged the graveyard, and Rastus nerv- 
ously looked back of him at almost every 
step he took. Suddenly he made a dra- 
matic gesture toward his hip pocket, 
peered ahead uncertainly for a moment, 
then turned and retraced his steps at a 


run. Faster and faster he sped, tele- 
phone poles rushed past. He never 
looked behind him, but flashed on. A 


startled rabbit sprung up from the path, 
ran ahead of him a few yards, then gave 
up in disgust, leaving the road to Ras- 
tus. He turned into his rickety gate, 
dashed up the shaky steps and into the 
room. 

“Lawd, Rastus,” inquired his fat black 
wife from the fireside, “youah sho’ out 
of bref. Ah done bet you seen a ghost 
when you come to that cemetery.” 

“No, suh, ah ain’t seen no ghost,” 
gasped Rastus as he strove for breath, 
“but ah pretty neah got to that crap 
game wif out mah razor.” 


According to today’s news a _ police- 
man’s wife shot him because he would 
not eat her cooking. He probably figured 
it was sure death either way and he 
chose the easier exit. 
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_“It sure is hard,” complained a near 
sighted old lady, “to tell the girls from 


the boys these days, what with the tight 
skirts and the wide trousers, and the 
shingle hair cuts. It keeps me guess. 
ing.” 

“Yep,” opined a pessimistic hearer, 
“T’ve found only one sure way, walk up 
to one of them and tell ’em a dirty joke 
and if it blushes, why, it’s a boy.” . 


Even the most tragic circumstances 
are sometime productive of humor, and 
it was impossible yesterday, in the Dis- 
trict Attorney’s office, to refrain from 
smiling when the notorious trunk mur. 
derer stated that before they captured 
him he saw the headlines on some news. 
papers at one of the places where he 
rested, but that he did not have time to 
read any further. 


There is fame awaiting some one of 
the boys who will return from China 
with a Chinese version of “Parley Vouz, 
Mademoiselle” so that everyone can sing 
it and pretend that they do not know 
what it is all about. And the English 
version isn’t much worse than “Frankie 
& Johnnie.” 


THE CARPET OF BAGDAD 
By Lou Wylie 


One goes adventuring to distant shores 

Where vines bend down beneath their 
purple fruit, 

Where palm trees trace their shadows 
on the sands, 

And winds are soft and musical as lutes, 


Where stars are lanterns luminous and 
gold 


And skies are caverns they swing in; 

One goes adventuring to such shores, 
that is 

When one imbibes a draught of home- 
made gin. 

L’Envyoi 

One goes adventuring to such golden 
shores 

On wings as light as wafted laughter, 

One goes adventuring, but alas! 

How one returns—the morning after. 


LAUGH IT OFF 


Are you worsted in a fight? 
Laugh it off. 

Are you cheated of your right? 
Laugh it off. 

Don’t make tragedy of trifles, 

Don’t shoot butterflies with rifles— 
Laugh it off. 


Does your work get into kinks? 
Laugh it off. 

Are you near all sorts of brinks? 
Laugh it off. 

If it’s sanity you’re after 

There’s no recipe like laughter— 
Laugh it off. 
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By Capt. J. J. Staley, U. S. M. C.R., Personnel Section U. S. Marine Corps 


A comparison of the figures of No- 
vember 1, 1926 and 1927, giving the 
strength of the Reserve, may be inter- 
esting to those interested in the growth 
of this organization. 


1926 1927 

Class I—Officers Fleet Re- 
189 192 

Class V—Officers Volunteer 
190 
Class II—16 & 20-year men 257 297 
Class III—Assigned men.... 2019 2314 

Class IV—Fleet Reserve En- 

Class VI—Volunteer Reserve 
415 2990 
3522 6698 


While several officers have been com- 
missioned in the Fleet Reserve during 
the year the total has not changed ma- 
terially due to a number who were in 
the Old Reserve failing to qualify for 
transfer to the New Fleet Reserve, and 
automatically dropped when their four 
year enrollment expired. 


Regulations 

Regulations governing appointments 
to commissioned rank in the Reserve 
should be taken literally. They are as 
follows: 

Appointment of Officers in Marine Corps 
Reserve 

Article 13-25, Marine Corps Manual, 
is quoted below for the information of 
applicants for appointment in the Ma- 
rine Corps Reserve. 

/s/ JOHN A. LEJEUNE. 
Major General Commandant. 
13-25 

(1) Appointment as Commissioned 
Officer, Fleet Reserve—aAll appoint- 
ments will be as second lieutenants, ex- 
cept that former officers of the Marine 
Corps whose applications are received 
by Headquarters within one year from 
date of their separation from the serv- 
ice may be commissioned in the rank 
they last held in the regular service. 
For appointment as second lieutenant 
the candidate must: 

(a) Be between 20 and 28 years of 
age. 

(b) Be qualified for a commission as 
established by record, standing in his 
community, character, appearance, man- 
= and bearing, and capacity for leader- 
ship. 

(c) Present satisfactory evidence of 
educational qualifications in the follow- 
Ing subjects: Spelling, grammar, com- 
position and rhetoric, United States his- 
tory, general history, geography, arith- 


metic, algebra, geometry, and plane tri- 
gonometry, or pass a satisfactory ex- 
amination in these subjects. 

(d) Have the physical qualifications 
prescribed for officers of the regular Ma- 
rine Corps. 

(e) And in addition to the above, meet 
one of the following requirements: 

Have had active service for at least 
three months as a commissioned officer 
of the line in the Army, Navy, or Ma- 
rine Corps, regular or reserve, and ex- 
cept in the case of former commissioned 
officers of the Marine Corps or Marine 
Corps Reserve, have had at least one 
period of training as an officer of the 
Marine Corps Reserve. 

Have had actual training for at least 
60 days as an officer in the Army, Navy, 
or Marine Corps Reserve, or the Na- 
tional Guard, and, except in the cases of 
Marine Corps Reserve officers eligible 
under this paragraph, have had at least 
one period of training as an officer of 
the Marine Corps Reserve. 

Have had at least one year’s service 
as a noncommissioned officer in a Fleet 
Marine Corps Reserve Company and 
have attended at least two camps of in- 
struction in that capacity, and have been 
recommended by his company com- 
mander, inspector-instructor, and his re- 
serve area commander. 

Have graduated from the United 
States Naval Academy, United States 
Military Academy, or United States 
Coast Guard Academy. 

Have satisfactorily completed the ad- 
vanced course in the Reserve Officers’ 
Training Corps, and have had at least 
one period of training as a member of 
the Marine Corps Reserve. 

Have had at least 18 months’ service 
as a noncommissioned officer in the Ma- 
rine Corps, and at least one period of 
training as an officer of the Volunteer 
Marine Corps Reserve. 

Have satisfactorily completed train- 
ing as a pilot in commercial aviation, 
and have had at least one period of 
training as an officer in the Marine 
Corps Reserve. 

Have successfully completed one of 
the basic correspondence courses as 
given by the Army, or Marine Corps, 
and have had at least one period of 
training as an officer of the Marine 
Corps Reserve. (CMCM. 1.) 

(2) Vacancies in the Fleet Reserve 
will be filled from qualified officers of 
the Volunteer Reserve in order of 
seniority, except that in cases of officers 
whose transfer is desired for duty with 


a Fleet Reserve Company seniority will 
be waived. (CMCM. 1.) 

(3) As vacancies occur in the grade 
of second lieutenant, Fleet Marine Corps 
Reserve, the Reserve Examining Board 
will be informed by the Adjutant and 
Inspector, who will at the same time 
certify to the board the names of quali- 
fied Volunteer officers who thereby be- 
come eligible for a commission in the 
Fleet Marine Corps Reserve. The ex- 
amining board will then recommend for 
a commission in the Fleet Reserve, in 
the grade of second lieutenant, Volunteer 
Marine Corps Reserve, officers to fill the 
vacancies, provided there are a sufficient 
number of qualified Volunteer Marine 
Corps Reserve officers available. (CMCM. 
1 


(4) On the first day of each month 
the names of second lieutenants, Volun- 
teer Marine Corps Reserve, who have 
completed during the month three years’ 
service as a commissioned officer in the 
new Marine Corps Reserve, will be re- 
ported to the examining board by the 
Adjutant and Inspector for examination 
of their military record and as to their 
eligibility to be retained as an officer of 
the Marine Corps Reserve. The Reserve 
Examining Board may recommend, if it 
deems the officer worthy of further con- 
sideration, that an additional year in 
which to qualify be granted those com- 
missioned on or before January 1, 1927. 
(CMCM. 1.) 

(5) Officers in the grade of second 
lieutenant, Volunteer Marine Corps Re- 
serve, shall at the end of three years’ 
second lieutenant, Fleet Marine Corps 
service be examined for appointment as 
Reserve. Those who pass shall, if not 
over the age of 28 years, be appointed 
second lieutenant, Fleet Marine Corps 
Reserve, as vacancies occur, and if over 
that age be continued in the Volunteer 
Marine Corps Reserve. Those who fail 
shall be discharged. (CMCM. 1.) 

(6) Appointment as Commissioned 
Officer, Volunteer Reserve.—First ap- 
pointment will not be made in a higher 
rank than first lieutenant, except that 
former officers of the Marine Corps or 
Marine Corps Reserve may be commis- 
sioned in the rank they last held therein. 
For appointment in the Volunteer Ma- 
rine Corps Reserve the candidate must: 

(a) Be between 20 and 28 years of 
age, except in the case of former offi- 
cers of the Marine Corps or Marine 
Corps Reserve and former noncommis- 
sioned officers of the Marine Corps. 


(b) Be qualified for a commission as 
established by record, standing in his 
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community, character, appearance, man- 
ner and bearing, and capacity for leader- 
ship 

(c) Present satisfactory evidence of 
educational qualifications in the follow- 
ing subjects: Spelling, grammar, com- 
position and rhetoric, United States his- 
tory, general history, geography, arith- 
metic, algebra, geometry and plane tri- 
gonometry, or pass a satisfactory ex- 
amination in these subjects. 

(d) Have the physical qualifications 
required for an officer of the regular 
Marine Corps. 

(e) And in addition to the above, meet 
one of the following requirements: 

Have had active service for at least 
three months as a commissioned officer 
of the line in the Army, Navy, or Ma- 
rine Corps, regular or reserve. 

Have had actual training for at least 
60 days as an officer in the Army, or 
Navy, or Marine Corps, Reserve or the 
National Guard. 

Have had at least one year’s service 
as a noncommissioned officer in a Fleet 
Marine Corps Reserve Company and 
have attended at least two camps of in- 
struction in that capacity, and have been 
recommended by his company com- 
mander, inspector-instructor, and his 
reserve area commander. 

Have graduated from the United 
States Naval Academy, United States 
Military Academy, or United States 
Coast Guard Academy. 

Have satisfactorily completed the ad- 
vanced course in the Reserve Officers’ 
Training Corps. 

Have had at least 18 months’ service 
as a noncommissioned officer in he Ma- 
rine .Corps . 

Have satisfactorily completed training 
as a pilot in commercial aviation. 

Have successfully completed one of the 
basic correspondence courses as given 
by the Army, or Marine Corps. 

Be a graduate, with a degree of 
Bachelor of Arts, Bachelor of Science, 
or Civil Engineer, of a college or uni- 
versity which is on the approved list of 
the Regional Accrediting Association or 
on the approved list of the Association 
of American Universities, under 25 years 
of age, who although without the mili- 
tary experience and training required 
for appointment in the Reserve, can and 
will, in the opinion of the examining 
board, qualify professionally by taking 
annual training and one of the basic 
correspondence courses. (CMCM. 1.) 

(7) All applicants will be required to 
furnish evidence of their moral character 
in the form of letters of recommendation 
from at least five reputable business or 
professional men who have known them 
since their separation from the military 
or naval service or during the formative 
periods of their lives; except that this 
provision is waived in the cases of those 
appointed within one year after their 
separation from the military or naval 
service and may, at the direction of the 
Major General Commandant, be waived 
in the cases of those whose separation 
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from the service is of a period greater 
than one year. (CMCM. 1.) 

(8) Warrant Officers may be ap- 
pointed from noncommissioned officers of 
the reserve and from civil life and will 
be required to pass a physical, moral, 
mental and professional examination or 
in lieu of the mental and professional 
qualifications submit satisfactory evi- 
dence thereof. The moral examination 
will consist of five letters from reputable 
citizens as to the character of the can- 
didate. The mental and professional ex- 
aminations will be as prescribed in arti- 
cle 2-21 (3), or in lieu thereof satis- 
factory evidence of proficiency in these 
subjects. (CMCM. 1.) 

(9) Examiations.—All accepted ap- 
plications for appointment in the Volun- 
teer or Fleet Reserve will be referred to 
an examining board for examination and 
recommendation. The examination will 
cover all qualifications including moral 
and physical. (CMCM. 1.) 

An explanation of several of the para- 
graphs of these regulations may make 
them clearer. 

Age. Limit is 28 Years 

Article 13-25-1, (a). Requires the can- 
didate for appointment to the Fleet Re- 
serve to be between the age of 20 and 28 
years. This is interpreted to mean that 
no one who has passed his 28th birth- 
day can be commissioned in the Fleet 
Reserve, with the one exception, Article 
13-25 (1), that is: Former Marine offi- 
cers whose application is received with- 
in one year from date of their separa- 
tion from the Regular Serevice may be 
commissioned in the Fleet Reserve in 
the rank last held. If they do not apply 
within one year they can only be com- 
missioned in the Volunteer Reserve. 

Volunteer Officers who desire appoint- 
ment to the Fleet Reserve must be under 
28 years of age when qualified, and must 
still be under this age when a vacancy 
occurs. 

Therefore, candidates should not be 
encouraged to try for a Volunteer Com- 
mission with the hope of later receiving 
a Fleet Commission who are too old to 
have time left in which to qualify. In 
other words, 28 years is the dead line for 
a Fleet Commission. 

Training Camp Experience Necessary 

Article 13-25-1 (e), all cases except 
former regular and reserve officers of 
the Marine Corps, and Naval Academy, 
West Point and Coast Guard Academy 
graduates require attendance of at least 
one Marine Corps Training Camp be- 
fore they can qualify. This permits the 
officer to be reported on professionally 
by officers of the Corps, and he can be 
dropped later, if it is not believed that 
he is desired for a commissioned officer. 
Article 13-26-5, MCM. 

Vacancies in Fleet Reserve—How Filled 

Article 13-25-2. Under this paragraph 


all vacancies in the Fleet Reserve will 
be filled from the Volunteer Reserve. 
That is, officers in the grade of second 
lieutenant, Volunteer Reserve, who have 
been found qualified for the Fleet Re- 
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serve including age, as required jp 
Article 13-25-1 (e), become eligible for 
transfer by seniority as they qualify, 
Once each month, Article 13-25-3, the 
Reserve Board is informed of the num. 
ber of vacancies existing in the Fleet 
Reserve, and at the same time furnished 
with the names of those who are quali- 
fied, Article 13-25-1 (e) for a Fleet Com. 
mission. The Board then recommends 
the eligible officer for a Fleet Commis. 
sion. This officer is then issued a com- 
mission in the Fleet Reserve with a new 
date and takes his place at the foot of 
the list of second lieutenants, Fleet Re. 
serve. To date two officers have qualified 
under this provision: 
Seniority for Purpose of Fleet 
Commission 

This article permits skipping in the 
grade of second lieutenant, Volunteer 
Reserve. That is, if for instance Num- 
ber 20 on the list is qualified before 
Numbers 1 to 19, he is the senior for 
purpose of assignment to the Fleet Re. 
serve. 

Discharge From Reserve 

Article 13-25-5. Under this article 
officers of the Reserve are dropped if 
they fail to qualify professionally for 
the Fleet Reserve, whether they are 
over age for the Fleet or not. In other 
words, it is the intention of this para- 
graph to drop those who desire a com- 
mission in the Reserve for the title, but 
who do not desire to make the necessary 
effort to qualify professionally. 

It means that an officer appointed 
from civil life, Article 13-26-6 (e), 
(Student Clause) without military train- 
ing must at least complete a Basic Cor- 
respondence School Course and attend 
one camp of instruction during three 
years as a second lieutenant, Volunteer, 
otherwise he will be dropped, or if for 
instance the officer is an R. O. T. C., 
Graduate, he must attend one camp of 
instruction otherwise he will be dropped. 
If then the officer is over 28 years he 
continues in the Volunteer Reserve; if 
under, he is placed on the eligible list 
for a Fleet commission when a vacancy 
occurs, but again it must be remembered 
that he must still be under 28 years 
when the vacancy in the Fleet occurs. 

Once more here it should be empha- 
sized that those too old to permit time to 
meet these requirements should not be 
encouraged to apply for a commission. 


The Volunteer Marine Corps Reserve 

No one can be appointed over 28 years 
of age, unless he is a former Marine 
officer or a former noncommissioned offi- 
cer of the Marine Corps with over 18 
months service as a M. C. O. These 
must also of course have the educational 
and moral and physical qualifications 
prescribed. Appointments in the Volun- 
teer Reserve are made only in the grade 
of second lieutenant, and the applicant 
should be young enough to perform the 
duties of a platoon leader. 

Continued on page 46 
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Eleven 


CORRESPONDENCE COURSES 


Excerpts From the Annual Report of 
Major Harold H. Atley, Director 


1. The establishment of the Corre- 
spondence Courses as a part of the Ma- 
rine Corps Schools was announced to 
the service in Circular Letter No. 11, 
1926. The undersigned was detailed to 
additional duty as Director and the serv- 
ices of one clerk with office space in the 
Field Officers’ Course building obtained. 
Until the close of the School year, 1925- 
1926, such time as could be spared from 
other duties was mainly devoted to be- 
coming familiar with the courses avail- 
able, studying correspondence methods 
of other schools, selecting suitable in- 
structors, and requisitioning supplies. 


2. During the summer a tentative or- 
ganization and system of procedure was 
mapped out and put into effect, lesson 
materials assembled, assignments of the 
instructors made, and the records in- 
augurated. It should be borne in mind 
that as this was a brand new organiza- 
tion there was no foundation upon which 
to build methods of administration, and 
due to the shortage of clerical force, and 
the realization that the average Reserve 
Officer dislikes paperwork as much or 
more than the regular officer does, it 
was considered essential to reduce paper 
work to the minimum consistent with 
the keeping of proper records, and the 
elimination of errors in mailing, filing 
and recording. 

8. It is evident that very few reserve 
officers will be able to attend one of 
the resident schools whereas under the 
present policy of Headquarters all regu- 
lar officers will attend one or more of 
such schools. It appears therefore that 
the primary purpose of the Marine Corps 
in establishing the Correspondence 
Courses was to provide for the theoreti- 
eal instruction of the reserve officers. 
If this is correct it would appear that 
the Correspondence Courses should con- 
tinue to function up to the time that a 
National Emergency is declared to exist 
regardless of the demands made upon the 
personnel of the Marine Corps for ex- 
peditionary or other duty. 

4. The mission of the Correspondence 
Courses is therefore understood to be: 

First: To provide theoretical in. 
struction for officers of the Marine 

Corps Reserve (Fleet, Volunteer and 

Probationary) which shall assist to 

prepare them for duties to which they 

may be assigned when called into ac- 
tive service. 

Second: To provide theoretical in- 
struction for regular officers, either: 

a As a refresher course for officers 
whc have been sometime out of the 
resident schools; 

b. In preparation for one of the 
resident schools; 

¢. Ivy preparation for special duties 
to which they may be assigned or for 
which they are applicants. 


5. From ‘a study of available litera- 


ture, information obtained from those 
experienced in conducting correspond- 
ence courses, and the experience gained 
during the school year just completed, I 
am strongly of the opinion that for a 
Correspondence Course to function effi- 
ciently five elements are requisite. 


a. A field from which sufficient stu- 
dents can be drawn. 

b. Proper instructional matter, both 
(1) Texts, and (2) Lessons. 

c. Sufficient instructors who are 
qualified to instruct in their several 
specialties. 

d. An administrative system and 
sufficient personnel to insure that the 
matter intended for the students is 
sent out promptly and without numer- 
ous errors due to incorrect mailing, 
and at the same time that necessary 
records are properly kept. 

e. A properly equipped plant of 
sufficient size. 


6. a. (1) It would appear that there 
can be no dearth of students if the mis- 
sion as set forth above is correctly stated 
and the courses are so constructed and 
so conducted as to carry out that mis- 
sion and retain the interest of the stu- 
dents. 


(2) In the case of the reserve officers 
the policy of requiring the completion of 
the appropriate correspondence course 
prior to promotion should work to the 
twofold advantage of the Corps and of 
those officers of the reserve who really 
take their commissions seriously. It will 
insure that reserve officers who are pro 
moted will have received a standard 
amount of theoretical instruction, and it 
will provide a means of determining 
which ones have lost interest. It is be- 
lieved, however, that more reserve offi- 
cers would take these courses if closer 
contact could be maintained between the 
school and the headquarters of the sev- 
eral reserve areas. Contact has been 
maintained with Major Wise, Command- 
ing the Western Reserve Area, and, to 
a limited extent with Captain Sniffen of 
the Southern Reserve Area. It is be- 
lieved that an officer of these schools 
should visit the headquarters of each 
reserve area or at least such of them as 
the state of the mileage appropriation 
allow, during the latter part of the sum- 


YE OLD TIMERS—NOTICE! 


The Leatherneck is very anxious 
to borrow a picture of the School 
of Application, Marine Barracks, 
Washington, D. C., class of 1896-97, 
in order that a copy may be made 
for one of our readers. It will 
be well taken care of and returned 
to its owner in good condition. 


mer for the purpose of explaining the 
several courses to the officers on duty 
there. Except in isolated cases the only 
contact with potential students of the 
reserve was at the training camps at 
Quantico during the summer. Last sum- 
mer the director or the acting director 
lectured to the officers of each camp, ex- 
plaining the mission of the courses, the 
scope of each course, the requirements, 
and endeavoring to clear up doubtful 
points. If opportunity offers this sum- 
mer the members of the staff present will 
be prepared to repeat these lectures. 
Lack of sufficient clerical personnel 
(which is discussed in detail below) has 
prevented the inauguration of any of 
several projects for keeping in touch 
with the reserve area commanders except 
insofar as they have initiated inquiries. 
It is hoped that some of these projects 
can be tried out during the coming year. 


(3) So far as those non-commissioned 
officers on the eligible list for commis- 
sion are concerned, the majority of them 
appear to have enrolled, and some of 
them are making excellent progress. A 
number of these enrollments were re- 
ceived so near to the close of the school 
year as to preclude the students ac- 
complishing anything this year. Their 
enrollments were therefore held over 
until next year, so that when they start 
they can continue without a break. 


(4) For the regular officer who has 
completed one of the resident courses, 
especially the Field Officers’ Course, and 
has been some time away from his 
studies, these courses, and especially the 
Command and General Staff Course offer 
an excellent opportunity to brush up his 
professional knowledge in a systematic 
manner. A number of officers enrolled 
in this course, but it was surprising to 
note the proportion who, after receiving 
one unsatisfactory paper, lost interest 
or became discouraged. 

(5) For the regular officer who is soon 
to be assigned to one of the classes in 
some resident school, the equivalent cor- 
respondence course offers an excellent 
preparation for his coming school work 
and insures that the time spent be ap- 
plied methodically and with the advan- 
tage of having his work criticised and 
his errors pointed out to him. This is 
true of both the Marine Corps Field Offi- 
cers’ and Company Officers’ Courses, and 
of the Army Courses at Fort Sill, Fort 
Leavenworth, and elsewhere. A number 
of officers who expect to attend school 
during the coming year were enrolled in 
the correspondence courses during the 
year just completed. Provided officers 
can be advised a year ahead of time, 
those who are to be assigned to Fort 
Leavenworth should by all means take 
the Command and General Staff Cor- 
respondence Course which is a most ex- 
cellent one. 

Continued on page 48 
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THE BROADCAST 


Wherein The Leatherneck Publishes News From All Posts 


THE CAIRO AND CALCUTTA ROYAL 
MARINES PAY US A VISIT 


” 


“Hands across the sea. 

When His Majesty’s ships, the light 
cruisers “Cairo” and “Calcutta,” arrived 
at the Navy Yard in Washington, D. C., 
on October 17th, the “hands” of the Navy 
Department were enthusiastically ex- 
tended w— and as enthusiastically 
grasped. Great Britain’s “good will” 
ships had arrived for a five-day visit at 
the nation’s capital after four days in 
Boston, and before setting sail for Ber- 
muda, where they resume their assign- 


for themselves. Almost immediately 
upon their arrival, “Roxy” extended an 
invitation to the visitors to attend the 
new Fox Theater in Washington, and 
there they saw that superb feature of 
the war, “Seventh Heaven.” Combined 
with the “Roxy” prologue, the entertain- 
ment was one that the Royal Marines 
stated as “a jolly good piece,” and “rip- 
ping entertainment, you know.” Half the 
complement attended on the first night 
after their arrival, and the second half 
the next evening. The production was 
one that will not be forgotten by military 
men. for some time to come. 


on the faces of those who had gone 
through the “Big Show” made obvious 
the memories that were passing through 
their minds. Upon leaving the Tomb, 
one could “feel” the relief of those whose 
mind-pictures took them back to a day 
when “one never knew.” 

Upon leaving Arlington, the party 
proceeded back to the Navy Yard, and 
during the evening broke up into small 
groups; many of our marines taking one 
or more of the visitors off to shows and 
various other places of entertainment. 

Our chief party in entertaining the 
Britishers took place during the evening 
of the twentieth. It 
was a dance in the 


ment as part of 
the West Indian 
Squadron. 
Newspapers the 
country over car- 
ried stories of the 
many receptions, 
parties, dances, 
etc., given the offi- 
cers and enlisted 
men of the ships’ 
complement, but 
did not have the 
full account of the 
activities of His 
Majesty’s Royal 
Marines, those 
hardy, honest-to- 
goodness sea-going 
gyrenes, who held 
the spotlight 
throughout the 
visit as far as we 


of the American 
Marines were con- 
cerned. 

From the mo- 


ment of the Brit- 
ishers’ arrival U. 
S. Marines sta- 
tioned in Washington made it their in- 
dividual and collective business to see to 
it that the Devil Dogs of King George 
enjoyed every hour off duty. Commit- 
tees were formed, sightseeing tours, 
dances and receptions were planned. Not 
a day was allowed to pass during which 
there was some sort of entertainment 
given them, and when they “shoved off” 
on the morning of the 22nd, the parting 
remark of one of the Royal Marines 
voiced the thought of all: “Blimy, we’ve 
’ad a ripping good time, and we don’t 
mean Miby.” 

There were numerous small parties, 
which we could not of course keep track 
of, but that the local marines and 
civilians did keep the visitors busy dur- 
ing the intervals between the formally 
planned activities, there is no doubt. 
Groups were conspicuous in every part 
of Washington, private tours of the city 
and dinners being the chief manner of 
entertainment, and many of the men 
chose the typical thing for a military 
man in a foreign country; they went 
about investigating and _ sightseeing 


concert hall of the 
Marine Barracks 
at 8th and “Eye” 


Streets. Leading 
the committee in 
charge, Sergeant 


Joseph J. “Paddy” 
Doyle, of the U. §. 
Marine Band, and 
an institution at 
the Barracks, sup- 
ervised even- 
ing’s pleasure that 
brought forth noth- 
ing but praise from 
all who attended. 
The hall was deco- 
rated in the flags 
of the world’s na- 
tions, the Marine 
Band orchestra fur- 
nished the music, 


and refreshments 


THIS IS ONE OF THE GROUPS OF AMERICAN AND BRITISH MARINES WHO 
MADE A SIGHTSEEING TOUR AROUND WASHINGTON, D. C. 


During the afternoon of the nineteenth 
the entire force of the British Marines, 
excepting those actually on duty aboard 
ship, were guests of the U. S. Marines 
on a sightseeing tour of Washington and 
Arlington Cemetery. Accompanied by 
“Private Pagett,” the famous U. S. Ma- 
rine bulldog mascot, which was pre- 
sented to us by His Majesty’s Royal Ma- 
rines, small groups of non-commis- 
sioned officers selected from the Marine 
Corps Institute and the Washington 
Navy Yard acted as hosts on the tour. 
Inclement weather robbed the tour of a 
small part of its enjoyment, but the trip 
as a whole was quite successful. Piled 
into two “Yap Wagons,” or as the Brit- 
ish call them, “Charabancs,” and led by 
several motorcycle policemen, who 
cleared the way, the party took in the 
chief sights of Washington and about 
mid-afternoon arrived at Arlington, 
where the various monuments, stones, 
etc., were fully explained by a guide. 

Pictures were taken of the group at 
the Amphitheater and at the tomb of 
the Unknown Soldier, where expressions 


were all that could 
be desired. The 
problem of femi- 
nine dancing part- 
ners was no prob- 
lem at all; in fact, so well did “Paddy” 
attend to this part of the committee 
work, there were at least four girls to 
every man ’o thim. Another problem 
that became no problem at all was that 
of getting the Britishers acquainted. Be- 
fore the first number was over, all of 
His Majesty’s Marines were displaying 
terpsichorean gyrations that humbled 
us locals, and during the remainder of 
their visit the sight of English Marines 
walking down our boulevards with our 
fair ones on their arms was not un- 
common. 

The dance ended our endeavors at en- 
tertainment, excepting the many small 
parties during the subsequent day, but 
the stellar act on the bill was yet to 
come. On the last evening of the Brit- 
ishers’ visit they ceased playing the: role 
of guests and became hosts at a /dance 
given aboard the two cruisers, And it 
was probably one of most novel affairs 
ever attended by the U. S. Marines. 

Approaching the ships one witnessed a 
blaze of lights—thousands of them, dis- 
tributed all about and in every nook and 
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corner. Nearly equalling the lights in 
number, flags profusely decorated along 
side and about the masts and the many 
guns, tied alongside the “Cairo” and 
“Calcutta” presented an inspiring sight, 
and the galaxy of color induced by the 
many hued flags, the crimson, blue and 
gold of the marines’ and sailors’ uniforms 
permeated the guests with a holiday and 
friendship spirit that could not possibly 
be rivalled. 

An orchestra of British Marines at- 
tractively set in a profusion of lights 
and decorations far for’ard on the flag- 
ship “Calcutta” caused not a little won- 
derment on the part of the American 
guests. They played American dance 
music with a rythm and time not rivalled 
by some of our regular dance orchestras, 
and were more than gracious in render- 
ing encores. Decks on every part of 
both ships were 
highly waxed and 
palished and a clever 
system of amplifica- 
tion brought the 
dance strains to the 
very ends of both. 
One could dance 
above, below, for- 
‘ard, aft, port or 
starb’rd. 

One look at the 
extensive refresh- 
ment tables and our 
Leathernecks were 
ready to “ship over” 
in His Majesty’s 
Marines. The writer 
has never seen such 
a variety of culinary 
efforts before, and 
the many kinds of 
“cike” were as varie- 
gated as the flags 
which adorned the 
ship. Being a bit 
chilly, there was hot 
coffee for those who 
desired it, but also, 
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honor. We are leaving the United 
States with infinite regret and with the 
happiest memories. I can not think that 
any ships of our navy have ever been 
treated with greater kindness or more 
warm-hearted hospitality and considera- 
tion, both at Washington and at Boston, 
and we shall ever treasure the recollec- 
tions of it and hope for an opportunity 
to reciprocate it.” 


WITH THE FLAGSHIP MARINE 
DETACHMENT U. S. S. “TEXAS” 


It’s a good ship, mates. 
coaled yet. 

September first, in Brooklyn ‘Navy 
Yard, Admiral Hughes, Commander in 
Chief of the U. S. Navy with his staff 
transferred from the cruiser “Seattle” 
to the battleship “Texas,” taking with 


Haven’t 


Thirteen 


pert, seven as sharpshooters and the 
other five as marksmen. These excep- 
tional scores were due in large measure 
to the coaching and assistance of Cap- 
tain Matteson, who is himself an expert 
shot. 

After the rifle, we bang-banged on the 
pistol for a couple of days and then 
picked a team to meet the team from 
the Portland Police Department. The 
Marines matched their forty-fives with 
the cop’s thirty-two’s and of course won 
by a large, wide and handsome margin. 

So, after bidding a large part of Port- 
land good-bye in a really affectionate and 
touching manner, we set all smokestacks 
for New York. 

The night of the transfer we received 
our replacements from Norfolk and 
spent five nice hectic days trying to get 
straightened out. Most of us eventually 
gave up trying to 
get straight and con- 


tented ourselves with 
getting out, and let- 
ting things settle. 
September 6 the 
“Texas” sailed from 
New York and head- 
ed south with Bal- 
boa, C.Z., as first 
stop. Old Salts were 
sadly disappointed 
' that there was no 
rough weather, so 
the new men could 
do their stuff; but 
even Cape Hatteras 
was as quiet as the 
well-known lamb. 
En route a_ good 
many promotions 
were effected. Pri- 
vates Aldrich, An- 
derson, Bailey, Ben- 
nett, Brown, Clark, 
Duckworth, Frieday, 
Furry, Gilmore, 
Handley, Haskin, 
Kelsey, Kolbert, Ku- 


there was ice cream 
for the warm- 
blooded. 

Twenty dances 
there were, and as 


The Leatherneck U. McCawley, Lieutenant Charles S. 


goes to press, we 

are still talking 

about them. It was a marvelous party, 
and closed a five-day holiday for the 
Royal Marines, the memory of which we 
hope will stay with them always. We 
know we shall not forget it. We did our 
darndest to give them a favorable im- 
pression of us, and certainly, our opinion 
of them is a “Royal” one. We met, as- 
sociated and parted. Probably indi- 
viduals of both forces will meet again on 
another day. But whether or no, the as- 
sociations of the five days will stand 
always. His Majesty’s “good will” tour 
has been more than accomplished as far 
as the United States Marines are con- 
cerned! 


BRITISH APPRECIATION 


Admiral Henry Cowan, of the British 
navy, who departed from Washington on 
October 22 after a week’s visit with the 
British war vessels “Cairo” and “Cal- 
cutta,” sent the following message to the 
Secretary of the Navy: 

“My respects and farewells to your 


MARINE OFFICERS, CHINA EXPEDITIONARY FORCE, 1899 ford 


Sitting (left to right): Captain Charles G. Long, Lieutenant Smedley D. 
George C. Reid, Lieutenant George Van Orden and Lieutenant Robert H. Dunlap. 
(left to right): Major William F. Spicer, Captain Austin R. Davis, Colonel Percival C. Pope, 
Lieutenant Henry Leonard, Captain Henry C. Haines, Captain H. O. Bissett, Major Charles first class. Pfc. Bar- 
Hill, Lieutenant George C. Thorpe, Lieutenant Gilson ton, Cutler, Ewton, 


and Captain Ben H. Fuller. 


him about two-thirds of the “Seattle’s” 
old guard. The rest of the bunch was 
transferred to the yard for further 
transportation to various posts. All 
these men had completed their two years 
or more sea duty and many were short- 
timers in the service. 

We were sorry to see them go. And 
their old shipmates want to take this 
opportunity to wish them a last good 
luck. May you all find good billets on 
the outside—if you don’t ship over. 

Before our arrival at New York, we 
finished the New England cruise, swing- 
around the anchor chain in Portland har- 
bor. Some of the fellows are still get- 
ting mail from there—must be pretty 
serious. 

While we were there we took advan- 
tage of Fort McKinley’s offer to use 
their rifle range and went over the 
course for about three weeks; then fired 
for record on August 18. A record to be 
proud of there. Fifty men fired, and of 
the fifty, thirty-eight qualified as ex- 


basek, Palin, Saf- 
Schultz and 

were pro- 
moted to Private 


Butler, Lieutenant Shields 
Standing 


Gullette were made 

Corporal. Hearn 
was also made a two-striper and re- 
duced from Company Clerk to straight 
duty. He looks at those stripes mighty 
threateningly after a heavy date with a 
mid-watch. Corporal Hogan was pro- 
moted to Sergeant. Sergeant Marvin 
was tendered his old job as Police Ser- 
geant and loses many pounds daily now. 


The Canal was new to most of the De- 
tachment, and all agreed that it was a 
pretty good ditch, and that Panama City 
might be worse. 

We left Balboa the morning of the 
16th, and anchored among the Las Per- 
las Islands in Panama Bay for the rest 
of the day. These are famous fishing 
grounds, and the officers of the staff and © 
ship enjoyed several excursions. But it 
is whispered that the real reason for 
the stop was so that communication 
could be entered into with that mysteri- 
ous secret naval base believed to be 
somewhere around on the Paregorie Is- 
lands. Anyway, few fish were brought 
back to the ship. 
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Fourteen 


All the way up to San Pedro we were 
in company with the U. S. S. “Ramapo” 
which acted as target bearer for us, in 
pointing drills, preparing for short range 
battle practice we are to fire in October. 
It’s drill every day for us now—these 
five inches are some different from the 
old three-inch rifles on the “Seattle” and 
look like they have a mean kick. We 
got fun! Don’t Esk! 

Well, Pedro and L. A. have shoved up 
over the horizon, and all California’s 
wandering boys are playing spy-glass on 
the top side. The east coasters are 
grunting their dissatisfaction, the ship 
is anchored, I’ve stopped. 


MARINE BARRACKS, NAVAL AIR 
STATION, LAKEHURST, N. J. 
Due to the fact that this Post was al- 
most entirely depopulated of Marines 
last winter when America’s finest were 
called out to quell the rebellious Laun- 
drymen, very little 
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to keep the annual game with the Phila- 
delphia Marines. Our team, which was 
coached by Lieutenant Hopper, under 
many difficulties, made a_ successful 
showing due to the efforts of the Lieu- 
tenant, who deserves a great deal of 
credit for his good work. The members 
of the team were: Myers, Applebaum, 
Carlisle, Oster, Winebrenner, Hagerdon, 
Morrow. The line-smashing backfield 
which many an enemy learned to dread 
was: Lt. Hopper, Lt. Wadbrook, Sgt. 
Dame and Harry Butler. Other first- 
string men were: O’Brien, Houston, Wix- 
on and Jones. With very little oppor- 
tunity to practice we put up some hard 
fights and left respect in the enemies’ 
hearts. 

The Marines of this station are estab- 
lishing a name for themselves in the 
pursuit of criminals. Captain John 
Groff captured and delivered a desperate 
thief to the hands of the law, and about 
two weeks later organized a posse of 
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tion. The horses and mules may have 


to eat grass until a new supply arrives> 


The U. S. S. “New York” arrived to 
liven things up, and beat us in basebal] 
2 to 1, after a hard fought game. The 
baseball team went to Port-au-Prince 
on the ship and beat the Port-au-Prince 
team 2 to 0, which was a pitcher’s bat- 
tle between two old heads. Kyle of 
Quantico and Smith of Parris Island, 
Smith only allowed three hits to the 
losers. 

The interest here has been increased 
by a series of boat races. The Guanta- 
namo Bay Yacht Club was organized, 
with twelve of the cat-boat type, all of 
an identical build. The Marines entered 
three boats out of the twelve. There 
has been four races of the fall series, 
which will comprise 13 races. The Ma- 
rine boat “Fideles” sailed by Gunnery 
Sergeant Anten has the edge of 7 points 
on his nearest competitor, having come 
in two firsts, one second, and one third, 
Nine races yet for 
this series. Here's 


has been heard 
from us in The 
Leatherneck. 

Even though 
Capt. John Groff, 
Quartermaster Ser- 
geant Henry L. 
Barrett, and First 
Sergeant Charles 
J. De Wees have 
been doing their 
best in a success- 
ful attempt to en- 
liven the forty-five 
remaining Gyrenes, 
it was left for 
that famous _in- 
spirer of Marines, 
Chaplain “Doc” 
Clifford to add the 
finishing touches, 
which he did by a 
visit and very in- 
teresting talk on 
Monday, Oct. 31. 

At present we 


are a very small 
detachment but 
hope to be full 


strength sometime in the near future. 
Captain John Groff is Commanding offi- 
cer, with Second Lieutenants C. G. Wad- 
brook and Raymond E. Hopper as Com- 
pany Commander and Athletic Officers. 
The Q. M. Sergeant is Harry Barrett, 
well-known in the outfit, and our “Top” 
is Charles J. De Wees. 

To the surprise of the Naval Air Sta- 
tion, Captain Groff, with his staff, con- 
verted a machine shop here on the sta- 
tion into a wonderful dance hall for a 
Hallowe’en ball on Saturday, the 29th 
of October. The decorations were so 
skillfully accomplished that the old 
timers here could not believe thetr eyes 
when they beheld the miracle. Young 
ladies had been invited from Lakewood 
and Tom’s River, and it was voted the 
most successful dance the station had 
ever held since its origin, which is quite 
a while back. The Marines certainly 
worked hard to put the dance on and 
went to quite a bit of expense in do- 
ing so. 

With so small a complement of en- 
listed men here, doing day on and day 
off guard duty, we managed to get up a 
football team to play a few games and 


luck to FIDELES 
and Anten. Two 
new boats recently 
launched by the 
Marines have been 
given the name of 
“Jiggs Second” and 
“Private Padgett.” 

In the third race 
of the series, a 
squall came up and 
capsized every 
boat, bottom up. 
The motor boats 
had a busy time 
rescuing the occu- 
pants, which was 
successfully done. 

Our commanding 
officer, Colonel! 
Greene, has started 
a nursery for 
“spineless cactus,” 
which he believes 
will in time take 


AFTER A LONG HIKE TROOPS MUST EAT. FIELD KITCHEN IN CHINA 


Marines and scoured the surrounding 
swamps in search of a negro who had 
shot and seriously wounded a white 
woman at Lakehurst, N. J. 

Last Sunday, October 23, the residents 
of Belmar, N. J., were witnesses to a 
rare and impressive scene. The late 
Private Henry Trasborg, U. S. M. C., 
killed in action (or line of duty) in 
China, July 17, 1927, was given last 
honors by his former buddies at Lake- 
hurst. Eight husky Marines acted as 
pallbearers, three as color guards, and 
a firing squad of eight men. The Navy 
band here took a prominent part in the 
last parade. A very large crowd was 
present and many tears were shed as 
the impressive ceremony ended. A hero 
and a true Marine, Henry Trasborg gave 
his life for his country. 


AT GUANTANAMO BAY, CUBA 

We were visited by a hurricane on 
October 17th, but it was fortunately a 
small one and did no damage, except to 
bring five inches of rain, one sleepless 
night for the command, and growls. 

Our hay pile caught fire on October 
16th, caused by spontaneous combus- 


the place of feed 
for cattle. Froma 
recent inspection of 
the cactus nursery, his dream appears 
to be a true one, for they are all flour- 
ishing, and it won’t be long until the 
Quartermaster will have another econ- 
omy feather in his cap by dispensing 
with hay and feed and feeding “spine- 
less cactus.” Local cattle will be taken 
eare of first, however. 

Twelve men will leave on the “Kit- 
tery” the 3lst of October for the States, 
four of them medical surveys. The gen- 
eral health condition of the camp is very 
good, and these surveys are from con- 
ditions prior to entering the service. 

Two men are educating themselves 
in the matter of flower gardens at this 
post, and from the looks of things, con- 
sidering their success in growing flowers 
in this climate and soil, where flowers 
were not supposed to grow, they will 
be able to show a garden in the States 
that will surprise many. Col. Greene 
and Pay Clerk Parrish, now, after much 
hard work and constant care, can point 
with pride to their garden around their 
quarters. You can see either of them 
any afternoon working around the 
garden. 

Many trips are planned for the base- 
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ball team this coming season. Every- 
body is looking forward to them. Santi- 
ago, Guantanamo City and many other 
cities in Cuba and also to Panama. 

Paymaster Sergeant McGrory, acting 
Sergeant Major, has been on crutches 
the past ten days owing to an infection 
0: his foot, caused by a tennis shoe. 
However, he continued work at his desk 
and is O. K. now. 

Plenty of good tennis is seen around 
here and it is not all the young bloods 
who are winning. Colonel Green, Ma- 
jor Sebree, Pay Clerk Parrish and PM. 
Sergt. McGrory are out to challenge all 
the younger ones. In a recent tourna- 
ment Major Sebree and Colonel Green 
gave a good account of themselves. PM. 
Sergt. McGrory says he will not have an 
infected foot the next tournament and 
somebody will have to play to beat him. 
He reports that his racket that carried 
him to runner up 
in the Island of 
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by Captain Donald J. Kendall who is 
also S. D. A., AAQM., and numerous 
other titles. Our company officers are 
lst Lt. Connette, who is at present com- 
manding a detachment at Puerto Ca- 
bezas, and 2nd Lt. Carroll, who recently 
joined from the interior and is now at 
La Cruz with a small detail of men. All 
the officers are well liked by the gang 
here and considering the conditions here 
the gang are all pretty well satisfied. 
lst Sgt. Armstrong recently went back 
to the States and Ist Sgt. Jimmie Wilson 
has arrived as his relief. We really 
can’t say too much for Jimmie; he is 
well liked by each and every man in 
the company and besides being the first 
sergeant of the company he also has 
numerous other titles attached to his 
name. Sgt. Sira heads the list of ser- 
geants and at the present time is acting 
as Q. M. Sgt., still bucking for that 


Fifteen 


present how could they help but have a 
wonderful time? 

Well, gang, there isn’t much more tu 
tell you about as there are only about 
15 men here in Bluefields at this time, 
but they tell me that we have quite a 
few shieks who are now sojourning at 
their winter homes at La Cruz and 
Puerto Cabezas. As soon as I get the 
low down on that crowd I’ll slip you the 
info. Be prepared to hear of the 51st 
more often in the future. 

SALONG. 


SANTA CRUZE, VIRGIN ISLANDS 

An authorized complement of forty- 
one men, two fungie boats and one over- 
board motor is insufficient to properly 
man Station V. I. U. S., however, a few 
four o’clock deuces at three hundred sit- 
ting may prove interesting to those who 
have come and gone via Mr. Kittery’s 
palatial liner. Roll 
on, fifteen roll on. 


Guam champion- 
ship in 1921 has 
been restrung and 
he will be prepared 
for the best. Cor- 
poral Bialek and 
several other 
youngsters showed 
first-class form in 
the tennis tourna- 
ment. 

Our library is 
slowly taking form. 
New books in the 
number of 20 to 
30 are being pur- 
chased every month 
and we are in 
hopes that within 
a year or two it 
will be considered 
one of the best in 
the service. We 
need it. Most im- 
portant of our ac- 


We are happy 


indeed to inform 
you that although 
hurricane season is 
here, the washee 
women want a 
raise and fried fish 
and fungie can 
scarcely be jaw- 
boned; we have 
continued our daily 
pinochle joust in 
spite of these ad- 
verse and inimical 
circumstances. Ser- 
geant Henry Gu- 
genheim is the 
reigning champion. 
Far be it from us 
to “chock a rock 
stone” at any 
man’s ltaurel 
wreath of victory 
but we are forced 
to voice the rumor 


quisitions to the 
library are maps 
and reference 
books. These are 
now in the library and it is commenda- 
ble the way they are used by the mem- 
bers of this command. A regular book 
committee .of enlisted men under the 
chairmanship of QM. Sergt. Ellwanger 
subjects list of books for purchase. 
“CERVASO.” 


“LOST AND FOUND” 


FOUND.—5lst Company, 5th Regi- 
ment, 2nd Brigade, at Bluefields, Nic. 
Well, Gang, here I am again, but this 
time I am with the 51st Company, 5th 
Regt. I don’t suppose any of the younger 
set will remember me or even know me, 
but I do hope that some of the old 
timers will remember the days way back 
in 1923 when I gave them all the dope 
from good old Philly. I arrived here 
about the 25th of September with a 
gang of other replacements from the 
Canal Zone and much to my dismay I 
found that the company has no one rep- 
resenting them in The Leatherneck. I 
immediately got busy and got all the 
dope. HERE GOES: 

The 51st are the only marines at the 
present time on the east coast of Nica- 


Tagua and we are very ably commanded 
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rank by the way. He’s been after it for 
a long while now and here’s wishing 
that it comes his way in the near future 
as he surely rates it. There seems to be 
an epidemic of red headed sergeants in 
this company as we have three, Lewis, 
Watts and Bennett, the writer can vouch 
for the popularity of Lewis and Watts, 
but cannot say for the rest of the ser- 
geants in this company, as they are all 
on detached duty in the numerous little 
districts here, and haven’t been to Blue- 
fields since my arrival here. 

We have ten corporals and I under- 
stand that one of them, Cpl. Johnson, 
now at Puerto Cabezas, is quite a poet 
so they tell me. I have read some of 
his stuff and with his permission I will 
send some in for you people to read the 
next time I write. Cpl. Laddie Talir has 
arrived from the interior as a radio 
operator and the set hasn’t been work- 
ing since he got here. We have a club 
here with a Victrola and all the latest 
records and any time you want to find 
some bozo (excepting one of the shieks) 
just go to the club. 

Had a dance here on Columbus Day 


and all the command enjoyed it. What 


with all the pretty Spanish senoritas 


that Gugie has a 
MCI course that 
fully covers the 
situation of how 
not to get your aces burned. Verbal 
minority opinion by Corporal Tulley. 

The corner bunk from which Sergeant 
Urban was transferred to the States has 
not been neglected and our dapper Police 
Sergeant, Joe Tiete, snaps in a possible 
with the same old zest and regularity. 
We miss you, Froggie, and hope to see 
you with that third hash mark in a few 
months. 

Corporal Billy Lindberg Ward took off 
last “Kittery.” We all wish him a long 
and successful flight. 

Sergeant Baldwin is in charge of the 
rifle range. His five years experience 
on the range at Parris Island fits him 
for the billet nicely. King and Ash, his 
assistants, have been heard to say that 
the land crabs answer roll call by name, 
rank and serial number. Herb is for- 
warding a request that the “Kittery” 
sails in the furrows next trip. 

The most busy man in the Post, Quar- 
termaster Sergeant Hutchison, is search- 
ing diligently for the best way to keep 
the eagle on his hat emblem from tak- 
ing off every time a demijohn of Tortola 
rum stands in from free gut. He says 
it must be terrible stuff to drink. We 
wonder. 
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Here’s what “General” Sandino, rebel 
leader of Nicaragua, did to the Marine 
Barracks at Ocotal, July 16. 


MARINE FLYERS DIE FIGHTING 
TO THE LAST 


Forty Sandino Men Trapped Lieutenant 
Thomas and Sergeant Dowdell 


(Ed. Note:—The following account of the 
death of Second Lieutenant Thomas and Ser- 
geant Dowdell was carried by the Associated 


Press November 8, 1927. At the time The 
Leatherneck goes to press nothing official 
had been announced.) 

Heroism and unflinching courage 


against overwhelming odds marked the 
last stand of Second Lieutenant E. A. 
Thomas and Sergeant Frank Dowdell, 
American Marine aviators, it was re- 
vealed today in advices from the interior 
stating definitely that the missing fliers 
were killed by outlaws, just a month 
ago. 

The report, which is believed here to 
be authoritative, came from Nicaraguans 
living in Ocotal, an important town in 
Northwestern Nicaragua, and the scene 
of a desperate battle some months ago 
between American Marines and Nica- 


raguan Constabulary against the fol- 
lowers of the former Liberal General 
Sandino. The story is believed to clear 


up definitely the fate of the two fliers 
who have been sought unceasingly by 
their comrades ever since they disap- 
peared in the thickets on Mount Chipote 
on October 8 after their plane crashed. 
One of the aviators—which one is not 
stated—was said to have been wounded 
seriously by a machete soon after the 
plane fell, while the other killed the as- 
sailant and dragged his companion to 
temporary safety in a cave where finally 
they were ambushed and met death be- 
fore a body of thirty or forty outlaws, 
resisting desperately to the end. 


Sought Way Out of Deep Forest 


The story, which agrees in substance 
with the known facts as far as it carries 
the aviators to the point at which they 
crashed, is as follows: 

Lieutenant Thomas 
Dowdell, who acted as observer, had 
completed bombing Sandino forces on 
October 8 on Mount Chipote when they 


and Sergeant 


= 
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crashed into the thick forest below, 
Both men escaped from the plane, which 
subsequently caught fire and was de. 
stroyed. 

The men, who were unhurt, were able 
to secure the machine gun from the 
plane and then to escape down a deep 
valley, eluding Sandino’s followers who 
rushed immediately upon the fallen 
plane in the hope of capturing the fliers, 

After the fliers had followed the val. 
ley for some distance, they encountered 
two men whom they made prisoners in 
order to force them to show the way to 
the town of Jicaro, nearest to the scene, 
The country at the point is very moun- 
tainous and is covered with a dense for- 
est presenting insurpassable difficulties 
without native guidance. 


Betrayed by State Prisoner 


As the four men were marching to- 
ward Jicaro, one of the prisoners wheeled 
suddenly and slashed at one of the Ma- 
rines with a machete, inflicting a severe 
wound on his neck and shoulder. The 
other Marine thereupon whipped out his 
pistol and killed the assailant, but dur- 
ing the melee the remaining prisoner 
escaped. 

Faced with the desperate problem of 
finding a way out of the impenetrable 
forest, the unwounded Marine dragged 
and carried his comrade to a cave, where 
the two men decided to take refuge for 
the night. 

Meanwhile, the prisoner who had es- 
caped reached Sandino and related what 
had happened; whereupon the outlaw 
leader sent a force of thirty or forty 
men who found no difficulty in trailing 
the Marines, since tell-tale blood spots 
marked the trail. 

Sandino’s men then took up an am- 
bush near the cave and began firing on 
the American fliers as they left the 
shelter to continue on to Jicaro. 

A desperate fight followed. The 
wounded Marine, despite his injuries, 
drew his pistol, as did his companion, 
and engaged in a duel with their assail- 
ants, each killing several of the guerril- 
las before they fell under the return fire. 


(Photos on this page used through courtesy 
Lt. F. W. R. Brown.) 


And here’s the gang that took Sandi- 
no's flag and drove him out of town. 
Captain Hatfield’s Detachment after the 
battle of Ocotal, Nicaragua. 
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WITH THE FIFTH REGIMENT ON 
DUTY IN NICARAGUA 
By 
Cecil S. Allyn 

There is a little poem going around 
that has seemed to have caught the eye 
of most of the Fifth Regiment. We do 
not know just how it goes but it is 
something about the Lord in making 
creation needed a dump heap and named 
it Nicaragua. It is a land of steep 
mountains, rivers and smaller streams 
galore (many uncharted), trails muddy, 
narrow and rough, with plenty of under- 
growth and jungles. When it rains the 
country is one big mudhole and when it 
does not rain it is as dusty as the Sa- 
hara. 

Speaking of the Sahara and the rainy 
weather reminds us of the shelter con- 
structed in front of the pavilion in order 
that we may see the movies each even- 
ing without having a wet uniform when 
the movies are over. As the rainy sea- 
son is now on we have our timely rains 
and one of them is set at the movie 
hour each evening. But we are getting 
away from the subject—the shelter. It 
is a large shelter half and—well the best 
way we can describe its appearance is 
that it looks like one of the shelters in 
front of a Sheik’s tent on the Arabian 
desert. Further proof of desert experi- 
ence by the fellow putting the shelter 
up is that the pegs pulled out when it 
began to rain the first night. However, 
with this shelter, music from the band 
and a good movie we can pass a pleasant 
evening that would otherwise be a 
drudgery. 

We have all heard the story of the 
college professor who was so absent- 
minded that he would walk out in the 
rain with an umbrella closed under his 
arm. Well we have his match. Pharma- 
cist Mate Second Class Zachry, while 
working in the laboratory some days ago 
spilled some acid on his trousers and 
went over to his quarters to change and 
absentmindedly undressed and went to 
bed and when found was sound asleep. 

We at one time had a radio press news 
issued by Headquarters daily. However, 
the other evening while visiting the 
movies, we overheard a couple of Gy- 
renes discussing the whys and where- 
fores of the Corps and during the dis- 
cussion mention was made of “Khaki” 
Smith and of the Russian Newspaper 
he is now issuing, formerly Radio News. 

From First Sergeant Welshhans of 
the 49th Company, comes reports that 
he has not had much success in the con- 
test between the 49th Company and the 
17th Company in teaching the girls of 
Granadathe English language as the best 
instructors appear to be in the 17th 
Company. He refers to instructions in 
English but we wonder what the term 
“English” means as he used it. The 
Company Headquarters of the 49th Com- 
pany is at Granada but the company 
is in the area of operations in the north, 
where it has participated in the making 
of a number of pages in Marine Tra- 
ditional History, the majority being at 
Somoto. Captain Peard, who has been 

‘commanding the company, was recently 
detached to the Constabularly Detach- 
ment and the entire company expresses 
their sorrow at hearing of his detach- 
ment. Lieutenant Clarence J. Chappel 


is now the Commanding Officer of the 
company and 


present is at Ocotal. 
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He is commanding long distance patrol 
operations against bandits in the Se- 
govia area. During the absence of the 
49th Company’s officers, Captain C. H. 
Martin, who is commanding the 17th 
Company and the Granada Area, is look- 
ing after the interests of the 49th Com- 
pany and has made Granada a real 
home for the boys. “Red” Carlson, who 
has been cooking for the past year, is 
now holding down a seat in the office as 
Company Clerk. Does he do anything 
else besides hold the seat down, Welsh- 
hans? P. F. C. Keltner and Private 
Hutslar are doing train guard duty. 
Hutslar was in the wreck on the Diri- 
amba branch several days ago and cre- 
ated quite a bit of favorable comment 
over his actions at the wreck. He en- 
tered the cab of the engine without 
fear of life, shut off the steam and re- 
moved the engineer. Trumpeter Whit- 
tinghill and Private Merchant are doing 
guard duty. Private Merchant is also 
acting property sergeant. Granada ex- 
tends an invitation to “Francisco” Pat- 
terson, who is now feeding the boys in 
and around Somoto, to return to Granada 
as a mess sergeant of his calibre is al- 
ways welcome. VIVA! La 49th Com- 
pany, VIVA! In the tropics again after 
several months of absence in the good 
old U. S. A. 

Headquarters File Clerk Smith is now 
spending his spare moments in making 
a list of Greek words frequently found 
in the German language. This is in con- 
nection with an index of some sort which 
he calls the “K System” which is equally 
as mysterious. When he has completed 
the present work (if there is an end) 
we intend to persuade him to write a 
thesis on the subject “Whether a man 
would be more or less benefited by hav- 
ing a pair of eyes in the back of his 
head.” Talking about the name “Smith,” 
the other evening some runner came to 
the movies and asked that Private Smith 
report to the Message Center. The other 
four kept their seats. 

There is a tale of a fellow looking 
the wide world over for something right 
under his nose. The best example of 
that we know of is the case of First Ser 
geant Remington in search of a house 
for rent. He walked the length and 
width of the City of Managua in search 
of a suitable domicile without success 
and finally in disgust turned to, Joe’s 
Place for a soothing draught and over 
the first bottle of Beck’s he rented a 
house, furnished and everything. 

The other day “Red” Foley of the In- 
telligence Department was discussing 
with an interpreter, an article in one 
of the native papers. We asked them 
what it was all about and “Red” said 
“It is something about a guy coming 
down here from Honduras over a piece 
of land there is a dispute about. Seems 
that Nicaragua does not want it and 
Honduras won’t have it and the question 
is what is to be done with it.” Certainly 
hope they don’t give it to us. 

A few days ago as we were passing a 
tent and one of the occupants yelled 
out, “Say, want to hear a good joke?” 
We immediately takes a seat on one end 
of a bunk and gets all set for a good 
one (and it must have been good). He 
starts in with “You know I work in 
Headquarters?” We sez, “Yes,” “Well,” 
he continued, “Our office hours—” and 
about that time a big shell was fired 


Seventeen 


from one of the guns on LaLoma by the 
Guardia in celebration of one of their 
numerous national holidays. Now he 
won’t tell us the balance of the joke. 
Does anyone else in Headquarters know 
what the joke was that he started to 
tell us? 

The Fifth Regiment Band is certainly 
showing improvement toward becoming 
a real darn good band under the leader- 
ship of Sergeant Knowles. However, a 
number of the fellows contribute a large 
share of this improvement to our new 
music critic. Heretofore unknown as a 
student of the art, Sergeant George 
Green of Headquarters has come to light 
as one of its greatest critics. As to the 
good this criticism has done, we are not 
the judge to say, however, we do know 
the criticism is made regularly at the 
N. C. O. Mess each morning. However, 
Sergeant Green confides to us that he 
wouldn’t hurt Sergeant Knowles’ feel- 
ings for a million warts. 

Lieutenant Cockrell is just back to 
Managua with a patrol across Lake Ma- 
nagua investigating reports of “bad 
men,” one of the undesirable features of 
patrols in that direction is the trip 
across the Lake. With the boats avail- 
able and the weather changes, one might 
be either four hours or four days going 
over. 

We are carrying this war on in strict 
accordance with rules of modern war- 
fare. The following field message re- 
ceived the other day is given as an ex- 
ample: 

8600 COMMISSIONED STRENGTH 
ONE OFFICER WITH DELIRIUM 
TREMENS PROBABLE DURATION 
INDEFINITE STOP OUCH ENLISTED 
STRENGTH ONE DUMB SERGEANT 
COMMA TWO CORPORALS ONE ON — 
THE LIST ONE IN LOVE STOP 
QUIT ONE TRUMPETER TAKING 
MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE COURSE 
IN AIRPLANE CLIMBING NOT 
AVAILABLE FOR DUTY ON AC- 
COUNT TAKING FINAL EXAMINA- 
TION COMMA ONE MESS COOK 
OVER THE HILLS TAKING ONE 
YEAR’S RATIONS JUDGING FROM 
MESS SHORTAGE COMMA TWENTY- 
FOUR PRIVATES ONE HUNDRED 
PER CENT ON THE SICK COMMA 
LAME AND LAZY LIST ALL OF 
WHOM OWE WASHWOMEN FOR 
SERVICES AND KNICKNACKS SUMS 
RANGING FROM ONE CORDOVA TO 
GLITTERING PROMISES NOT CASH- 
ABLE AT POST EXCHANGE UNLESS. 
COUNTERSIGNED BY ANY OFFICER 
DEALING WITH FARMERS NA- 
TIONAL BANK ANNAPOLIS STOP 
RATIONS ON HAND SEE MISSING 
MESS COOK FOR COUNT STOP AM- 
MUNITION ON HAND THREE DEPTH 
BOMBS ORIGINALLY INTENDED 
FOR BATTLESHIP KITTERY COMMA 
THREE FOURTEEN INCH SHELLS 
THREE HUNDRED TUBES ONE HUN- 
DRED SERVICEABLE TWO HUN- 
DRED SECOND HAND RIFLE AM- 
MUNITION ON HAND ISSUE OF 1892 
WON’T FIT RIFLES THEREFORE 
NONE EXPENDED STOP ATTITUDE 
OF INHABITANTS EAGER FOR CASH 
COMMA LOCATION OF SUPPORTING 
TROOPS GOD KNOWS WHERE STOP 
CONDITION OF ROADS DAMN IF I 
KNOW DISAPPEARED IN RECENT 
RAINS MORALE OF COMMAND WE 
HAVEN’T ANY STOP LOVE AND 
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KISSES AND TRY THIS ON YOUR 
PIANO WITH MUSIC FROM WEEP- 
ING SLIPS OF YOUR OWN—DON’T 
MENTION IT PERIOD 1042% 

We visit the Rifle Range which is lo- 
cated on the Tropical Radio Grounds on 
the Tipitapa Road and find the detail on 
the 300-yard line. Quite a bit of “shoot- 
ing” was going on when we arrived but 
all the rifles were out of the play. We 
crowds around to the edge of the group 
all concentrated around Gunnery Ser- 
geant Kennedy and Sergeant Jones and 
inquire as to what is taking place and 
a fellow with only two or three hitches 
in the service whispers that the Gun- 
nery and the Sergeant are giving the 
Old Marine Corps the once over. We 
sit for a spell and hear weird tales of 
Haiti, Guam, The Philippines, China and 
other corners of the globe, each telling 
a better one than the other at any place 
mentioned. We understood Sergeant 
Garrie was in the discussion at first but 
had dropped out in the Asiatics some- 
where. When we came to the group the 
“gunnery” seemed to have the upper 
hand but Jones was coming strong with 
a tale of some place where one could get 
all he wanted to drink of good stuff for 
six cents. Jones finally won with a tale 
of a trip across the Sahara Desert 
camelback and about that time Gun- 
nery Sergeant Brown, in charge of the 
range came up and directed that a little 
firing be done towards the targets. We 
fire awhile and then into the Range camp 
for noon lunch and believe me they sure 
can give out the chow. 

We Thank “HIC” for the Following 
“17th Company Chatter” 
Granada, the “least worst city of Nica- 
ragua” is the present home of the 17th 
Company, Ist Battalion, Fifth Regiment. 
That is Company Headquarters are 
maintained at Granada while Detach- 
ments from the company are stationed 
at Rivas, Juigalpa, Maysaya and Masa- 
tepe. Then the 17th Company has a de- 
tachment afloat, Sgt. David Sanford, 
who is NCO in charge and constitute the 
Marine Detachment S. S. “Victoria,” is 
probably the only Marine with perma- 
nent station on a fresh water “Battle- 
wagon.” Sergeant Sanford has been in 
the Corps continuously since 1905 and of 
course has had plenty of experience with 

the “Salt Water” variety. 

The Company is quartered in an old 
college—“The National Institute de 
Oriente,” better known as “San Fran- 
cisco.” The buildings were partly de- 
stroyed in 1855 by some of General Wil- 
liam Walker’s henchmen, but were re- 
built in 1856. The room in which the 
17th Company Office is located was for- 
merly a prison and DeSota, discoverer 
of the Mississippi, was imprisoned here 
prior to his discovery of the Mississippi 
River. 

Granada is an old city, having been 
founded in 1524 and has many points of 
historical interest. Now that the men 
are getting acquainted it also has many 
points of personal interest. 

Now that we have given the back- 
ground of the company at present we 
will give a line of some of the person- 
nel of the company, not old ancients but 
up-to-the-minute Marines. Capt. Charles 
H. Martin is commanding the company 
and is the District Commander of the 
Granada District. First Lieut. Ralph C. 
Alburger commands the detachment at 
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Rivas, while First Lieut. Beverely S. 
Roberts is looking out for the men at 
Juigalpa. We have a number of Second 
Battalion, Fifth Refiment, men with 
the company now. They, it will be re- 
membered, made Nicaragua safe for the 
“Rest of the Fifth Regiment and those 
few Marines from Parris Island.” First 
Sgt. Harold I. Crowell, Sergeants Sam 
Snyder and Arlett J. Dodson, Pvt. First 
Class Charles Mussen, Minstrel Man De 
Luxe, Pvt. William C. Jones, (Company 
Brains) as well as several others are 
from the Second Battalion who were re- 
tained in Nicaragua when the Battalion 
went back to the States. Gy-Sget. Fred 
Coryell is the only NCO in the company 
who left Quantico with the company, 
so it can be seen that changes in per- 
sonnel have been numerous 

Granada is a home. Gy-Sgt. William 
Huntley, who just left here to go to the 
States for discharge, said that he would 
“Ship Over’ for Granada only. We 
wonder who she is. 

Since our last write-up troops of this 
regiment have participated in two en- 
gagements with the bandits, accounts of 
which are thoroughly covered in publi- 
cations to the Command by Colonel L. 
M. Gulick, the Brigade Commander, as 
quoted below: 

Report of Engagement at Telpaneca 

“1. Another defense engagement has 
taken place by forces of this command 
against superior forces of bandits which 
is worthy of special mention and of 
which the Marine Corps should be proud. 
A force consisting of twenty Marines 
from the 23rd and 16th Companies, Fifth 
Regiment, and twenty-five Guardia Na- 
cional under the command of Captain 
Keimling, Guardia Nacional, (first Lieu- 
tenant, U. S. Marine Corps) were occu- 
pying the town of Telpaneca.” 

“2. At or about 1:00 a. m. September 
19, 1927, bandit groups numbering about 
two hundred, under the command of sev- 
eral bandit leaders, attacked our forces 
in the town of Telpaneca. At the time 
of the attack Telpaneca was blanketed 
by a heavy fog which penetrated through 
the buildings occupied! by Marines and 
Guardia. The sky was dark, overcast 
accompanied by heavy thundering. Bat- 
tle stations were taken by the Marines 
after the explosion of a dynamite bomb 
in the rear of the Marines’ quarters. 
Private Irwin, sentinel in rear of the 
Marines’ quarters, killed the bandit who 
threw the bomb. Bandits played heavy 
rifle, Lewis Machine Gun and Sub- 
Thompson Gun fire on the rear of Marine 
and Guardia quarters and used dynamite 
bombs and hand grenades. The front 
of the quarters was under heavy fire 
of machine guns when bandit riflemen 
attacked with machette-men in rear. 
These groups of bandits advanced right 
up to the doorways of the buildings oc- 
cupied by cooks and messmen and the 
office building where the Commanding 
Officer was maintaining his CP. Captain 
Keimling and Sergeant Eadens were at 
the Command Post. At the beginning 
of the attack Sergeant Eadens killed the 
bandit who was about to shoot at Cap- 
tain Keimling. This bandit had pre- 
viously shot Private Glaser who was on 
his way to his battle station. Glaser was 
dragged into the CP by Captain Keim- 
ling and Sergeant Eadens, where he was 
again hit by several bullets. Marines 
and Guardia, after reaching their battle 
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stations, delivered heavy fire on the 
forces of bandits and in about fifteen 
minutes everybody settled down and 
superiority of fire was gained. The Ma. 
rines and Guardia had excellent fire con. 
trol and discipline. Private Macon, ijn 
charge of the Lewis Machine Gun, de 
livered traversing fire across the plaza. 
One bandit threw a bomb into the Guar. 
dia quarters, but it was picked up by 
Private Salamanca of the Guardia Na- 
cional, who threw it out of the quarters 
and then killed the bandit who had 
thrown the bomb in. Private Cuena, 
Guardia Nacional, while at his battle 
station, was receiving a bomb attack 
left the building under heavy fire and 
shot the next bomb thrower coming 
down the hill. He received a slug in his 
foot at this time. Private Morris, U. §, 
M. C., at this time killed one of the at- 
tacking bandits. Sergeant Eadens 
stands out by his conspicuous conduct 
in keeping cool under heavy fire, con- 
tinually going around and swabbing out 
Thompson Guns and attending to 
wounded until about 2:30 a. m., when the 
fog started to rise. At 5:00 a. m. all fir- 
ing ceased and the bandits’ attack was 
lifted. Private Saballos, Guardia Na- 
cional, also threw out one of the bombs 
that was thrown into the Guardia quar- 
ters and received wounds in his hand 
from the explosion of same. Private 
Huerta, Guardia Nacional, all through 
the engagement carried orders to the 
Guardia from the Command Post in a 
very conspicuous manner. Private Ra- 
fael Romero, (cook), Guardia Nacional, 
while under heavy fire, continued to sup- 
ply the Guardia with hot coffee. There 
are many other heroic deeds among the 
forces at Telpaneca of which as yet we 
have no definite information.” 

“3. Captain Keimling and the men 
under his command did wonderful work 
and made a noble defense in fighting off 
an overwhelming number of men against 
great odds and conducted themselves 
with great courage and judgment. Cap- 
tain Keimling states that the work of 
the Guardia was highly commendable 
and they fought like veterans.” 

“4. Unfortunately we had two casual- 
ties in this engagement—Private Rus- 
sell, who was killed outright in the first 
part of the engagement, and Private 
Glaser, who died about twelve hours 
later having bean mortally wounded. 
Both were buried in front of the Marine 
quarters and when the law allows the” 
will be disinterred and their remains 
taken to the United States.” 


Report of Ambush of Aviators Relief 
Patrol at Sapotillal 

“1. On October 8, 1927, Lieutenant 
Earl A. Thomas with his observer, Ser- 
geant Frank E. Dowdell, crashed against 
the side of a mountain called “Sapotil- 
lal” in Nueva Segovia. The other plane 
notified the Commanding Officer at Ji- 
caro, First Lieutenant George J. J. 
O’Shea, by dropped message at about 
11:30 a. m. same date. Lieutenant 
O’Shea immediately took a patrol of Ma- 
rines and Guardia Nacional troops with 
Lieutenant J. B. O’Neil, (MC), U. S&. 
Navy, and set out on a forced march to- 
ward Quilali, to search for Lieutenant 
Thomas and Sergeant Dowdell.” 

“2. At 7:00 p. m. they had reached 
a point about seven miles northwest of 
Quilali, having marched eighteen miles. 
Lieutenant O’Shea halted his patrol 
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there for the night, as the exact loca- 
tion of the crashed plane was not known. 
Early the next day, about 6:45 a. m. 
(Sunday, 9 October), they proceeded 
again toward Quilali and at about 8:00 
a.m. had reached a point about 3 miles 
northwest of Quilali where Lieutenant 
O’Shea halted his patrol and waited for 
the planes to arrive to designate the lo- 
cation of the crashed plane.” 

“3. When the planes arrived they 
designated a point three miles north of 
this place in a direct line, but it was 
necessary for the patrol to march back 
about three and one half miles and then 
follow along a ridge of difficult moun- 
tains to reach the place of the crashed 
plane, taking about three and a quarter 
hours marching. Before reaching the 
mountain on which the plane crashed, 
the patrol met a woman and a boy, both 
of whom told them where the plane was, 
but knew nothing of the aviators. The 
trail up the hill wound around the side 
of the hill with a steep rise on the left. 
A careful scrutiny of the hill was made 
before the patrol started up and nothing 
suspiciously was noticed.” 

“4. As the patrol was about 100 
yards up, the advance guard was fired 
on from the trail ahead. The patrol 
halted, took best available cover and re- 
turned the fire. The hill was occupied 
by about two hundred bandits who 
seemed to be well armed and who had 
plenty of ammunition. The patrol then 
began its march forward when they re- 
ceived heavy fire from its right and 
rear, from a distance of about one hun- 
dred yards. About ten dynamite bombs 
were thrown close to them from above. 
The enemy above them were yelling to 
those on the other hill to fire lower, and 
on the hill in their rear the enemy was 
yelling for those above to drop dyna- 
mite bombs on them.” 

“5. At this point, the Patrol Com- 
mander decided to turn back and fight 
his way through the smaller force, there 
being about one hundred occupying hill 
and road they had just gone over and 
more of the enemy could be heard com- 
ing in the distance, yelling as they came. 
The patrol attacked the band and drove 
them over the hill. Rifle and hand gre- 
nades were of great assistance in this 
attack. The patrol received heavy fire 
from the rear during this attack and 
Sergeant Porfirio Melendez, Guardia 
Nacional, was shot through the head 
and instantly killed. A dynamite bomb 
exploded half way between Private 
First Class R. H. Welch and Lieutenant 
O’Shea, who were about ten feet apart 
and did not injure either of them.” 

“6. Doctor O'Neil drepped back at 
this point on his own accord, waited 
for a rush from the rear and broke it 
up with hand grenade, probably killing 
three or four. Private Henry J. Mc- 
Kenzie who was assigned to guard the 
rear, dropped behind farther than nec- 
essary and killed three of the enemy 
with his Thompson gun, one of them 
was a leader named Moyorga. Corporal 
John L. Neel placed rifle grenades where 
groups of the enemy were ahead of the 
patrol, materially assisting in clearing 
the way. Lieutenant O’Shea was lead- 
ing with hand grenades, and since the 
brush along the road seemed to be full 
of the enemy it was necessary to throw 
them only a short distance. At oné 


time while Lieutenant O’Shea was try- 
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ing to pull a pin from a grenade. Pri- 
vate Kenneth M. Struck shot and killed 
a bandit who was sighting in on Lieu- 
tenant O’Shea about ten yards distance. 
In the hollow between the two hills Pri- 
vate Jacob L. Green killed two men 
hiding in a banana grove and wounded 
a third, all of whom had dynamite bombs 
in their hands.” 

“7, The patrol finally got out from 
between the two bands and the bandits 
ceased firing. One horse with rations, 
one horse loaded with blanket rolls and 
a horse and mule with saddles were 
killed. One horse remained. The patrol 
took a trail leading about north which 
would run into a road for San Albino. 
Proceeded about two hundred yards and 
encountered another band of about 
seventy-five bandits marching towards 
the patrol, who were evidently reen- 
forcements coming in. The patrol was 
on a slight rise and halted. They at- 
tacked immediately. The trail was nar- 
row and the brush thick on either side, 
so that it was not possible to deploy. 
Dr. O’Neil, Private Golak and Lieutenant 
O’Shea broke up the attack forcing the 
band to retreat to the next hill. The 
bandits to the rear had reorganized 
and were closing in. Believing that 
their only way out lay ahead, the patrol 
commander decided to push forward. 
Doctor O’Neil at his own request led 
this attack. Patrol was held up by 
heavy machine gun fire until a rifle gre- 
nade killed the machine gunner. Private 
Francisco Gutierez, Guardia Nacional, 
was shot through the forehead by ma- 
chine gun. The patrol pushed forward 
about two hundred yards. The enemy 
hid in the brush as they advanced and 
fired from very close range. Dr. O’Neil 
with Private Welch in the lead did great 
work in clearing these men out. Dr. 
O’Neil had taken a rifle and belt from 
a dead Guardia and killed at least two 
during this advance. Private Juan 
Benavides and Luis Bustos, Guardia 
Nacional, were killed, one was _ shot 
through the heart and the other through 
the stomach.” 

“8. The patrol halted after this and 
hearing additional reenforcements com- 
ing for the band ahead, decided to take 
to the bushes. Lieutenant O’Shea had 
hesitated in doing this up to this time 
because of the thick brush, the danger 
of becoming split up and lost, and un- 
familiarity with the country. The guides 
had left, the patrol during the fight and 
Lieutenant O’Shea had lost his com- 
pass.” 

“9. At about 5:45 p. m., having 
fought two hours and fifteen minutes, 
the patrol turned to their left and went 
down a very steep ravine, apparently 
slipping out from between the two 
forces without them knowing it. Going 
down the ravine the patrol took one ban- 
dit prisoner, fully armed and equipped. 
Patrol was afraid to shoot him for fear 
of giving away their position. The pa- 
trol followed this ravine until found a 
small stream and followed stream until 
midnight. At 6:00 a. m. October 10th 
resumed travel until reached Jicaro Riv- 
er about 8:00 a. m. and followed it up- 
stream to Jicarito where patrol took 
main road to Jicaro, arriving there about 
11:30 p. m.” 

“10. Estimated distance traveled by 
this route is about thirty miles. The 
difficulties of travel made cannot be ac- 
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curately described. At times it was nec- 
essary for patrol to leave the stream and 
cut its way over steep hills through 
heavy brush, to get past a bad spot in 
the stream. Patrol was without food 
from 6:00 a. m. the 9th until planes 
dropped rations the afternoon of the 
10th. They arrived Jicaro suffering from 
exposure and complete exhaustion, 
bruised, cut up by thorns, bitten by in- 
sects, and etc.” 

“11. A very conservative estintate of 
the total number of the enemy engaging 
our patrol is four hundred and it is be- 
number. During both phases of the en- 
lieved that it would run well over that 
gagement the patrol was under very 
heavy fire and it is a miracle that it 
did not suffer more casualties.” 

“12. A fairly accurate count of the 
number of enemy known to be killed or 
mortally wounded brings it to about 
forty. This does not include any esti- 
mate of the casualties from hand and 
rifle grenades whose effect could not be 
seen. Lieutenant O’Shea believes that 
fifty-five or sixty would be a fair esti- 
mate.” 

“13. Lieutenant O’Shea reports that 
every Marine and every Guardia did 
more than his share, and every one of 
them did something exceptional, and he 
is sending separate recommendations for 
bravery awards at a later date.” 

“14. From reports of Lieutenant 
O’Shea, the Guardia behaved splendidly. 
One of them continued to fire his rifle 
after half of the barrel had been blown 
off. The entire patrol was cool and de- 
liberate in their actions, advancing under 
cover where possible and taking careful 
aim before firing.” 

HERE’S HOW. 


SAN DIEGO, CALIF. 


The Marine Barracks at San Diego 
resembled a Spanish rancho on October 
20th, when through the courtesy of Colo- 
nel Charles Symore, our royal command- 
ing officer, the local transfers due to 
“shove off” for duty in Nicaragua and 
the “Land of Hula” were entertained 
with a vanity show, “par excellence.” 

A troop of actors from the New Cali- 
fornia Theater came out in their “cow- 
boy togs” and enjoyed the evening as 
much as the boys enjoyed theirs. 

Our beloved “actor marines” put on 
some vaudeville with their splendid 
trainer “Chaplain Forsander” and bore 
out the real truth, “The Marine beat 
everybody doing everything.” 

The finished and bright spot on the 
program, however, was the band—the 
actors were so charmed they requested 
to have their pictures taken with the 
“best military band we have yet heard.” 

Several pretentious numbers delighted 
a packed house, but the screams of the 
evening went to the comedy numbers by 
the band—and as the organization is in 
the making—Bandmaster E. Arnold 
(alias War Horse), who conducts them 
gracefully, acknowledged the applause 
in their honor, as he says the coopera- 
tion of every man in the band brought 
about the great success they really 
scored heavily. 

Keep it up band, and more power to 
you. This is no merry jest—they are 
also excellent gardeners. 

“KITTY CLYDE.” 
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STATION “AIRS” BROADCASTING 
Set. I. Schneider, U. S. M. C. 
At the Mike. 

Good evening, everybody! 

Since our long lay-off we should have 
quite a bit to tell you in this broadcast, 
maybe we have, brethren, maybe we 
have. 

At any rate peel off your ear muffs 
and harken unto the deeds and valor of 
our very own football heroes. 

We met the Dahlgren team on their 
own grounds and won a moral victory 
although the result was a 6-6 tie. Ordi- 
narily nothing so great about a tie 
game, is there, Alphonse? No, but wait 
a minute, Horace——! 

It wasn’t quite 8.30 the morning of 
the game. All the players were aboard 
the motor sailer. A four-hour trip down 
the famous Potomac was ahead of us. 
The first three hours went by without 
any adventure. But, alas, and we should 
put in an alack! The boat was grounded 
in about 18 inches of water. It was 
caught in a raggedy-edged mess of 
rocks. Every which way did the boys try 
to get the sailer off the rocks but with 
no success. 

Soon a one-lunger saw us in our 
plight. His 5-horsepower engine made 
futile attempts to get us off the rocks. 
We were about to make for shore on the 
one-lunger when we asked the skipper 
if he thought all of the men could shove 
the boat off the rocks. He replied in 
the affirmative. 

“All right, every man strip!” Off 
came the sheepskins, greens, shirts all 
over the boat, in most cases undershirts 
went here and there and even scivvies 
weren’t spared. “Keep your shoes on!” 
and with only their shoes on to keep 
from getting cut by the ragged edge of 
the rock, the boys went into the icy 
waters and with the aid of God and our 
own marines, we got the sailer off the 
rocks. Not a boo was heard from any of 
the boys and not a moment was wasted 
into getting into clothing after the dip 
into the Potomac. And perhaps worse of 
all, not the slightest inkling of a drop 
of hootch to keep the boys from getting 
cold. Now, if we were in Baltimore— 
but that is another story! 

Rann, one of the crew of the sailer, 
duplicated the dip into the water feat a 
second time when it was found that 
something was caught on the propeller. 
This time he stayed in about 15 or 20 
minutes and it was only after he cut 
away socks and scivvies that we were 
able to continue on with our sail down 
the river. 

Meanwhile, Lieutenant Palmer, flying 
a Hawk, came over us. Seeing that we 
were making no headway, on landing at 
Dahlgren, he had a sub-chaser come after 
us. We were picked up and after the 
sailer was brought alongside the chaser, 
we completed the journey to Dahlgren 
without further incident. 

It was after three o’clock when we did 
land, and the game had been scheduled 
for two. With a slight luncheon at their 
mess hall, the boys quickly changed into 
their uniforms; on the field and about 
3.45 the game was on. 

The boys were stiff-legged from the 
cold water. Their action in the first 
quarter plainly showed this. But the 
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same Dahlgren team which only the 
week before defeated some college team 
by a 46-0 score, couldn’t make a point. 
They did penetrate our line for their 
first and only touchdown in the second 
period of play. 

After five minutes of play in the 
second half, Red Fisher, after an end 
run made the touchdown for our gang 
that tied the score, from Dahlgren’s 
twelve-yard line. 

The Dahlgren team outweighed our 
gang and they were at least a 15-pound 
per man heavier team. Our boys fought 
like fiends and as already related, con- 
sidering their adventure in the water, 
the 6-6 tie was a moral victory, indeed. 

Besides “Red” Fisher, Ted Nickle, 
“Bull” Sievers, Vincent, Jimmie Blaine 
and Carter showed up well in what was 
the first game for our boys. 


Incidentally, the touchdown made by 
“Red” Fisher came at the very moment 
when Lieutenant Palmer, flying his 
Hawk back to the field, zoomed the 
gridiron 

We received word from the Port in 
re “Humpy” Harrison, and Humpy, it 
wasn’t good word, either. We hear that 
you awoke one morning with a com- 
panion in your bunk. From what we 
make of it, it was nothing at all like a 
long-haired bunkie, either. What do you 
partake of down there, Feenamints, or 
have they something that gives quicker 
action, Humpy? 

We have recently learned of a little 
family affair in barracks No. 41. First 
of all there is “Daddy” O’Connor; that 
is, he is daddy to “Sweatshirt” Sleght. 
“Spinner” Savage and “Bull” Siever, who 
do all the high flying for the boys. Then 
there is “Tony” Jesuale, the big water 
boy for our football gang, and he has 
with him Jimmie Blaine, the gorgeous 
creature. Jack Smith is in high hopes 
of getting a crack at the movies and 
already is grooming himself for Holly- 
wood. Pozun is the hunky-halfback of 
the football gang while “Elm” Laird is 
turning his talents to the radio. Skip- 
per Wenc, just back from a setto in an 
automobile accident in Baltimore, has 
hopes of making a non-stop flight to 
Paris in the NB. From there, Bob con- 
fides that he is going back home to 
Siberia. 

Lieutenant Schilt has just received 
orders transferring him to Observation 
Squadron Seven M; henceforth we shall 
expect to see his name where the Big 
Banana war is being conducted. We are 
sorry to see Lieutenant Schilt go for he 
was well liked by all, but in our loss 
Squadron Seven M gets one of the most 
experienced fliers in the Marine Corps 
and a darn good skate, if you'll pardon 
our slang. 

Lieutenant Palmer is getting our foot- 
ball gang ready for a tilt with the Rich- 
mond Blues. The boys are anxious to 
get into these games and we can bank on 
them making a showing that will well 
earn our plaudits. 

With Hoover doing his Chop-Chop act 
in China, Jordan doing his stuff in the 
big banana war, and “Humpy” Harrison 
giving away the secrets down at the 
port, the boys should be getting their 
belly full, so we’re signing off! 


Good night, everybody! 
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CHATS FROM CHELSEA 


A number of the shorttimers in this 
organization are at present preparing 
for positions in civil life at the termina- 
tion of their enlistments. Among those 
who aspire to enforce the law of the 
land in the capacity as peace officers are 
Sergeant Clyde V. Land, who has made 
application for enrollment in the state 
police. At present there exists a few 
vacancies in that organization, and it is 
possible that he may at some time in the 
near future satisfy his ambition to wear 
a Sam Browne belt and pilot a motor- 
cycle over the highways of the State 
Private “Cowboy” Townsend has made 
application for membership in the Bos- 
ton Police Department and he too, may 
become a member of Boston’s finest, 
which will add another friend of the Ma- 
rines to Chief Crowley’s roster. For 
some unknown reason Private “Cheeco” 
Hartwell has severed diplomatic rela- 
tions with the city of Chelsea and nurses 
a secret ambition to become a member 
of the Everett police department. Pri- 
vate Harry Moor has decided on piano 
moving as a means of livlihood when he 
receives his discharge next April, and 
in anticipation of that august event he 
is at present serving an apprenticeship 
under the direction of Officer John Keat- 
ing of the Chelsea Police Department. 
Mr. Keating, known as the singing po- 
liceman, with his talented daughter as 
accompanist, has been giving a series of 
concerts in the different wards of the 
hospital for the benefit of the unfortu- 
nate patients who are unable to attend 
the many entertainments given in the 
Red Cross Hut. Mr. Keating has a very 
good voice and his entertainments are 
eagerly looked forward to and are appre- 
ciated very much by all who have had 
the pleasure of hearing him. 

Private Brieske, our champion catch- 
as-catch-can and fancy sleeper, aspires 
to emulate Colonel Lindbergh as an avia- 
tor, and as a means toward this end is at 
present negotiating with a correspon- 
dence school for a course in advanced 
flying. Brieske believes he will be able 
to surmount any difficulties encountered 
that would have a tendency to thwart 
his ambition, as he claims to be a pro- 
ficient Ford chauffeur and was born in 
Chicago. These two qualifications may 
be considered no mean asset to any em- 
bryo aviator. 

A number of the members of this or- 
ganization took advantage of the oppor- 
tunity to attend the band concert given 
by the Marine Band at Brave Field, 
Boston, recently. Those who attended 
were highly elated with the splendid pro- 
gram and the ‘efficient manner in which 
it was rendered. They were also very 
much pleased to hear the many compli- 
mentry remarks of the civilian audience 
as to the military appearance and the 
musical ability of the band personnel. 


IDEAL INVESTMENTS 

“Tdeal Investments” is the designa- 
tion universally accorded Smith First 
Mortgage 6%% Bonds which carry at- 
tractive tax refund features. A history 
of the House and information relative 
to their bonds and the safeguards that 
surround every issue they offer may be 
obtained by addressing the home office 
of The F. H. Smith Company, Smith 
Building, Washington, D. C. 
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HEADQUARTERS NEWS 
By “TaBob” 

Colonel John C. Beaumont of the 
Division of Operations and Training has 
been detached and transferred to the 
U. S. S. “Texas,” for duty as Fleet Ma- 
rine Officer, and Aide on the Staff of the 
Commander-in-Chief of the United 
States Fleet. 

Private First Class Louis C. Harkins 
has joined Headquarters, and is assigned 
to the Division of Operations and Train- 
ing for duty. 

Privates Arthur 
George J. Fink have joined the Head- 
quarters Force. They are assigned to 
duty to the Records Division. 

Herbert M. Lundien was recently dis- 
charged to accept a civil service appoint- 
ment in the Division of Operations and 
Training. 

Our own Adjutant and Inspector, Brig- 
adier General Rufus H. Lane, celebrated 
a birth recently, and sincere good wishes 
were extended to him by all members 
of his department. 

Mr. Charles A. Ketcham, special as- 
sistant to the Major General Command- 
ant, joined the American Legion pil- 
grimage to France recently. Speaking 
of the convention, in a general, off- 
hand sort of way, he says that the Follies 
Bergere haven’t much on Ziegfield’s Fol- 
lies; well, perhaps “not as much on.” 
And that’s that. 

Just when Chris Bartley thought she 
had the bonus job well in hand it seems 
that ex-marines, as well as boys still in 
the service, started to wake up to the 
fact they have only a few weeks left 
in which to apply; and her dream of 
“riding on top of the world” was shat- 
tered. She has a good side-kick in the 
work, Miss Friedman, who fell heir to 
Helen LeClair’s assignment in that sec- 
tion. 

Little Miss Jones of the Muster Roll 
Section has been on the sick list for 
quite a while and it seems that during 
her illness our poet laureate, Ken Hyatt, 
has been functioning like a 1904 Max- 
well. 

Private Oliver Pauley who was knock- 
ing them out for Jane Blakeney has been 
temporarily assigned to Miss Jones’ 
work. 

After an extended but not specially 
desired visit to the Naval Hospital, Bill 
Keller is back on the job in the Records 
Division, and seemed so glad to be home 
again that in a fit of absent-mindedness 
he started right in to work. We hope 
your sciatica lets you alone from now 
on. 

Our friends, Carley and McCabe, were 

the recipients of sincere congratulations 
recently on the occasion of their pro- 
motions to Staff Sergeant and Sergeant, 
respectively, both boys deserved all they 
got and more. This question of promo- 
tion at Headquarters has gotten almost 
back to the pre-war basis when the mak- 
ing of a Sergeant was the occasion of a 
celebration rivaling in magnitude Armis- 
tice Day in 1918. 
_ Myers B. Jacobs of the Reserve Sta- 
tion was recently granted his discharge 
and Private Gallagher is endeavoring 
to carry on and maintain the “Army” 
which is thus passing into various hands 
from time to time since it thrived so 
nicely under the guidance of our old 
friend, Pat Mulhern. 


W. DeLong and. 
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CIRCULAR LETTER NO. 36 


From: The Major General Com- 
mandant. 


To: All Officers and all Noncom- 
missioned Officers in Charge 
of Marine Detachments. 

Subject: Roll-collar winter service 

coats for enlisted men. 

Reference: (a) MGC cire. let. No. 
15 of 2 April, 27. 

1. The date upon which the 
wearing of roll-collar winter serv- 
ice coats will become obligatory at 
posts in the United States, as es- 
tablished in reference (a), is fur- 
ther extended to 1 October, 1928. 
The provisions of reference (a) are 
further modified to the extent that 
roll-collar winter service coats will 
be issued at posts in the United 
States exclusively, after the receipt 
of this letter, except in cases 
where winter service coats of the 
roll-collar type may not be avail- 
able in proper sizes. 

2. All winter service coats of the 
standing-collar type remaining on 
hand at posts in the United States 
will be shipped to the Depot Quar- 
termaster, Philadelphia, for re- 
modeling, as soon as winter serv- 
ice coats of the roll-collar type are 
received at posts in sufficient quan- 
tities to meet requirements for is- 
sues. 

3. Enlisted men who have in 
their possession serviceable coats 
of the standing-collar type will not 
be required to draw coats of the 
roll-collar type merely for the sake 
of uniformity, but will be permit- 
ted to wear their coats of the 
standing-collar type, if serviceable, 
until 1 October, 1928, after which 
date enlisted men on duty at posts 
in the United States will not be 
permitted to wear winter service 
coats of standing-collar type. 

4. As pointed out in paragraph 
3 of reference (a), the foregoing 
instructions will bring about con- 
ditions such that two types of win- 
ter service coat will be worn in the 
same command at the same time, 
but the advantages to the Govern- 
ment in the saving of uniform, and 
the saving to enlisted personnel by 
getting wear out of serviceable 
standing-collar winter service coats 
that would otherwise be thrown 
aside, are considered to more than 
offset the disadvantages of a mixed 
uniform for the period involved. 


JOHN A. LEJEUNE. 


Mary Doyle, one of our new members, 
had a pretty new coat, with a pretty fur 
collar, which made her look pretty, “for 
a while;” however, malicious influences 
or what have you, which were by the 
ingenious hands of science traced to the 
aforementioned pretty collars 
brought about temporary ruinous results 
to the fair countenance of the pretty 
Mrs. Doyle, however, it’s only a hideous 
nightmare now, and everybody’s happy. 

The Marine Corps Girl’s Team of the 
Federal League is individually and col- 
lectively throwing out its chest. The 
team is encountering spirited competi- 
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tion as the league is a fast one, but the 
girls are in a triple tie for first place 
with the Agriculture and the Navy. 
Edith Brown, Captain, has high set of 
the league, 316, and also high average 
on the team, 92. Other members of the 
team are Mary Edenton, Kitty Kinnear, 
Anna McGoldrick and Fay Morgenstein. 

Private Duffy toted his sea bag up 
from Parris Island and is assigned to 
the Insignia Section. ; 

The Pay Department, Headquarters, 
U. S. Marine Corps, during the past year 
organized a sick relief fund similar to 
that in the Adjutant and Inspector’s De- 
partment. 

The Adjutant and Inspector’s Depart- 
ment voted to invite the Pay Department 
to join them in their annual ball to be 
held in January, 1928. This ball will be 
for the benefit of the two sick relief 
funds and if the First and Second an- 
nual ball of the A. & I. Department can 
be taken as a criterion, this one is al- 
ready assured of success. 

Both departments elected four of their 
members to serve on a joint committee 
to make all mecessary arrangements. 
The Pay Department elected Chief Pay 
Clerk McKee, Paymaster Sergeant Jen- 
kins, Staff Sergeant Bird and Mrs. Kin- 
na, while the A. & I. put their faith in 
Q. M. Clerk O’Toole, Q. M. Sgt. Miller, 
Sergeant McCabe and Pvt. First Class 
Giles. Readers of The Leatherneck and 
friends of both departments will be ad- 
vised through the various newspapers 
of the date and place and we hope sin- 
cerely to have them all with us at our 
first joint affair. 

Miss Shaughnessy is all stuck up 
again. Once each year she gets that way. 
When she and Staff Sergeant Thomas 
start work on the Naval Register. 


AN EDITORIAL FROM THE NEW 
YORK HERALD-TRIBUNE 


Reports filtering through the jungles 
of northern Nicaragua seem to make it 
certain that two more names must be 
added to the long and honorable roll of 
men who have given their lives to their 
country “in line of duty.” Second Lieu- 
tenant Earl A. Thomas and Sergeant 
Frank E. Dowdell, United States Marine 
Corps, are reported to have died fighting 
against overwhelming odds, cut off and 
alone, but without surrender. 

There are those who like to refer to 
our Marines in Nicaragua as “butchers,” 
who joyously tabulate the lists of Nica- 
raguans whom they have “murdered,” 
and who will no doubt take pleasure in 
the fate which has overcome these two 
gallant men. It is difficult to write 
calmly of such perverted mentality. No 
doubt in war right is never wholly on one 
side; but the facts are that Lieutenant 
Thomas and Sergeant Dowdell heroically 
gave their lives in putting down sheer 
brigandage and robbery, and in trying 
to bring peace, order and a measure of 
decency and happiness to a country 
whose population in overwhelming ma- 
jority desires nothing more than just 
these things. What is more, they did 
their duty with courage, loyalty and 
steadfastness, as men should. 
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THE LATE LT. COLONEL BENJAMIN 
R. RUSSELL, U. S. M. C. 


The late Lt. Colonel Russell, who died 
October 28, 1927, at Philadelphia, Pa., 
was born October 12, 1849, in Pennsyl- 
vania. He was appointed a second lieu- 
tenant in the Marine Corps, October 16, 
1869. He joined Headquarters of the 
Marine Corps on October 19 of the same 
year, where he remained on duty until 
October of the following year. He 
served at the Brooklyn and Portsmouth, 
N. H. Barracks until September, 1871, 
when he went to sea aboard the U.S.S. 
“Wabash,” and later on the U. S. S. 
“Shenandoah.” In April, 1874, he was 
again assigned shore duty at the Ports- 
mouth, N. H. Barracks. He served on 
the Receiving Ship “Worcester” and at 
the Norfolk Navy Yard in 1876. He 
was promoted first lieutenant in Janu- 
ary, 1877, to rank from November 1, 
1876. In February, 1878 he joined the 
U. S. S. “Constitution” to command the 
Marine Guard at the Paris World Ex- 
position. During the next few years, he 
served on board the U. S. S. “Minnesota” 
and U. S. S. “Galena.” From 1883 to 
1885 he served at the Marine Barracks, 
Navy Yard, Washington, and also at the 
Headquarters Barracks. He again went 
to sea in 1886, serving on board the 
U. S. S. “Richmond” and U. S. S. “Ga- 
lena.” In 1889 he returned to shore 
duty, being ordered to the Marine Bar- 
racks, League Island, Pa. On March 4, 
1891, he was promoted to captain to 
take rank from February 2, 1891. In 
May, 1893, he was assigned in com- 
mand of the Marine Guard at the World 
Columbian Exposition, Chicago, IIL, on 
which duty he remained until the end of 
July, that year, when he was assigned 
duty on the U. S. S. “New York.” He 
served at sea until September, 1896, 
when he reported for duty at the Marine 
Barracks, League Island. During the 
Spanish War he served with the Marine 
Battalion, North Atlantic Squadron until 
July, 1898. This battalion was organ- 
ized in April, 1898, under the command 
of Lieutenant Colonel R. W. Hunting- 
ton. Captain Russell was detailed to 
command Company “B.” The battalion 
landed at Guantanamo Bay, Cuba, on 
June 10. Captain Russell took part in 
the engagements with the Spanish 
Forces and remained on duty until July. 
when he was sent North in charge of 
Spanish prisoners and went with them 
to Portsmouth, N. H. Later on in the 
same year he was transferred to the Ma- 
rine Barracks, League Island, Pa. He 
was promoted major in April, 1899, to 
take rank from March 3 of the same 
year. From November, 1899 to May, 
1900, he served on the U. S. S. “New 
York” as Fleet Marine Officer. On May 
19, 1900, he was promoted lieutenant 
colonel to rank from January 31, 1900 
From 1900 to 1902 he performed duty 
at the Naval War College, Newport. 
R. I., recruiting duty at Philadelphia 
and duty at Headquarters of the Marine 
Corps. He commanded the Marine Bat- 
talion on expeditionary duty on the Is- 
thmus of Panama from September 14, 
1902, to December 12, 1903. He then 
resumec command of the Marine Bar- 
racks, Washington. He was retired on 
March 1, 1903. Since retirement he per- 
formed active duty on several occasions 
as secretary to the Board on Awards, 
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CIRCULAR LETTER NO. 37 


From: The Major General Com- 
mandant. 


To: All Officers. 


Subject: Promotion to the grades 
of sergeant major, first ser- 
geant, gunnery sergeant and 
staff sergeant. 


1. The following system for pro- 
motion to the grades of sergeant 
major, first sergeant, gunnery ser- 
geant and staff sergeant will be 
followed so far as practicable. Ex- 
ceptions will be made when neces- 
sary to meet special requirements. 

2. A board will meet semi-annu- 
ally in January and July, or as 
often as directed by the Major 
General Commandant, for the pur- 
pose of preparing promotion ros- 
ters from a list of names recom- 
mended by the various commanding 
officers throughout the service. 

3. The rosters so prepared will 
contain a_ sufficient number . of 
names to fill existing vacancies 
plus anticipated vacancies before 
the next board meeting. Promo- 
tions will be made from the roster 
as far as practicable, but names 
will be removable for cause. 

4. Approved rosters will be pub- 
lished in the Headquarters Bulle- 
tin and men who have been recom- 
mended but whose names do not 
appear thereon should be again 
recommended if the circumstances 
se warrant, in order to insure con- 
sideration by the next board. Men 
whose names are on one of the 
various rosters and who have not 
been promoted prior to the ap- 
proval of the next roster, will be 
reconsidered together with new 
names received, and are subject 
to rearrangement on or omission 
from the new roster. 

5. Recommendations for the ac- 
tion of the January board should 
be in these Headquarters by De- 
cember 15, and for the July board 
by June 15. Recommendations 
should embody such information 
relative to the special fitness of 
the man recommended for promo- 
tion as will enable the board to 
act intelligently on each case. 

6. Existing vacancies will be 
filled from rosters prepared by a 
board from recommendations al- 
ready in this office. 

7. Noncommissioned officers 
holding ship’s warrants will be con- 
sidered for regular or technical 
warrants on the same basis as 
other candidates, that is, upon 
recommendation. 


JOHN A. LEJEUNE. 


Navy Department, and as member of 
general courts-martial. During’ the 
World War, from June, 1917, to August, 
1919, he performed active duty as mem- 
ber of general courts-martial at the 
Navy Yard, New York, and at the Ma- 
rine Barracks, Quantico, Va. On the 
latter date he was relieved from all 
further active duty. 
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PVT. ROCHE COMMENDED BY 
MARINES COMMANDANT 


Severin Roche, a private in the Marine 
Corps at the Navy Yard, has been offi- 
cially commended by Major General 
Commandant John A. Lejeune for his 
conduct in a skirmish with the enemy 
in Nicaragua last May. Roche had two 
of the enemy under arrest and was 
marching them away when he was shot 
in the hand and became disabled. He 
maintained a guard over the two, who 
had attempted to escape, until help 


arrived. 


HAVE YOU APPLIED FOR YOUR 
“BONUS?” 


Have you applied for your Adjusted 
Compensation? Do you know any ma- 
rine, or ex-marine, gob, or doughboy who 
served in the World War who has not 
made application? 

The World War Adjusted Compensa- 
tion Act, as passed in May, 1924, placed 
a limitation as to the time when applica- 
tions may be filed, by veterans of the 
World War, for the benefits outlined in 
its provisions. The “zero” day is Janu- 
ary 1, 1928. 

There accordingly remains only a few 
weeks in which application may be made 
and the records of Marine Corps Head- 
quarters show that 15,000 men who 
served in the Marine Corps during the 
World War and were separated from 
such service under honorable conditions, 
have not yet applied. 

When one realizes that the adjusted 
compensation certificate of a marine 
averages over $1,000, the large sum of 
$15,000,000 is reached by multiplying 
the individual amount by 15,000. Think 
of a bunch of marines having $15,000,000 
coming to them and not bothering to 
collect it! 

It may be pointed out, for those who 
may not have gone into the subject but 
are eligible to this compensation, that 
the final benefit to a veteran is in the 
form of a certificate, similar to a “paid- 
up” twenty year endowment insurance 
policy, an extremely desirable document 
to be laying around in any home, espe- 
cially where there may be a wife and 
some “kiddies.” 

The cooperation of every person who 
reads this article is solicited; Congress 
passed this law with the intention that 
the service man derive the benefits it 
provided, and Marine Corps Headquar- 
ters is anxious to have every member or 
former member of the Corps get every 
cent that is coming to him. 

American Legion posts throughout the 
country, postmasters, the American Red 
Cross and many other organizations, are 
supplied with application blanks and are 
ready to assist in the completion of the 
same; blanks may be secured from any 
recruiting office of the Army, Navy, 
Coast Guard or Marine Corps. 
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LT. O’DAY MAKES HOLE-IN-ONE. 


A special to The Leatherneck tells us 
that Lieutenant Edward F. O’Day, U. S. 
Marine Corps, joined that very select 
circle of hole-in-one golf bugs when his 
drive from the tee of No. 2 hole landed 
in the cup 123 yards distant. Mrs. O’Day 
and Lieutenant Beard, U. S. N., who 
were playing too, did not mention that 
the ball bounded in after hitting a tree 
or some other obstacle so it must have 
been a bona fide shot right down the 
fairway. All this took place on the 
Navy Yard course at Portsmouth, Va., 
and it was the first time that a hole-in- 
one had been made on this course. 


SERGEANT EDWARD J. LEONARD 
HONORED 


At a recent meeting of the Board of 
Control of the U. S. Naval Institute 
Sergeant Edward J. Leonard, U. S. Ma- 
rine Corps, of the Eastern Recruiting 
Division, was elected an associate mem- 
ber of the Institute. Sergeant Leonard 
is the first enlisted man of the Naval 
Service who has ever been honored by 
such a membership. Recent changes in 
the constitution of The Naval Institute 
made this possible. 


MR. AND MRS. SLAYTON TAKE 
OVER MANAGEMENT OF HOST- 
ESS HOUSE AT QUANTICO 


It is with much pleasure that the per- 
sonnel of the Corps will learn that Mr. 
and Mrs. Slayton will be permanently 
associated with the Hostess House at 
Quantico. 

Mr. and Mrs. Slayton have been at 
Quantico for some time and their inter- 
est in the welfare and happiness of the 
Marines there have made them a very 
popular couple. 

Mr. Slayton has just finished eight 
years’ service in our Corps, having joined 
us as a civilian in connection with wel- 
fare work. Under General Butler he or- 
ganized and led the first football cheer- 
ing section. For some time he has been 
cheer leader at Quantico and has led 
many a lusty cheer for the Marine 
teams. He has also been song leader 
at the nightly gatherings in the Gym- 
nasium. In short, he has done much 
to keep up the morale of the men at 
Quantico. He has been a real “morale 
dispenser.” Because of his attractive 
personality, fidelity and zeal he has won 
a host of friends among the many Ma- 
rines who have been at Quantico. 

Under the management of Mr. and 
Mrs. Slayton the Hostess House ought 
to render even more useful and popular 
service than it has done in the past. 
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U. S. MARINE WOUNDED 


Sergeant Bellera, of Delmont, Pa., Hurt 
in Chinese Fighting 


Sergeant John D. Bellera, of Delmont, 
Westermoreland county, Pa., member of 
the 6th Regiment, U. S. Marines, has 
been wounded in fighting at Tsingtau, 
China, according to word received here 
today. 

Sergeant Bellera was with a small de- 
tachment of Marines stationed at Tsing- 
tau to protect American interests, who 
were attacked by a force of Shansi 
troops of the Cantonese Army. The 
Chinese troops were driven off with 
heavy losses after a two-hour engage- 
ment. 

Sergeant Bellera was formerly sta- 
tioned at Lakehurst, N. J., and was 
among the first of the marines called 
for the reorganized 6th Regiment, which 
left for the Orient from the Philadel- 
phia Navy Yard.—Philadelphia Bulletin. 


SEVENTH REGIMENT RESERVE 


The October dinner of the Reserve 
Officers Association of Greater New 
York was held in the grill room of the 
Army and Navy Club, 30 West 44th 
Street, New York City, Wednesday 
evening, October 12th, 1927. 


After the dinner a smoker was held 
in the Board of Governors room, and 
Captain Philip DeRonde, as President 
of the local chapter of the Reserve 
Officers Association, presented a hand- 
some wrist watch to First Lieutenant 
T. J. Kilcourse, the former Adjutant of 
the Regiment, who had received orders 
to proceed to Nicaragua on the S. S. 
“Columbia,” sailing October 23rd. 

Captain Sydney D. Sugar was elected 
President of the local chapter to succeed 
Captain DeRonde, who was relieved of 
this responsibility due to the fact that 
he had been elected President of the 
National Association and _ additional 
duties as Commanding Officer of the 
303rd Company, with headquarters on 
board the U. S. S. “Illinois.” 

A battalion composed of the 303rd 
and 304th Companies and commanded by 
Captain Philip DeRonde, participated in 
the military fournament held at the 
Madison Square Garden, New York City, 
the week of October 17th. On the even- 
ing of the 18th and 20th this battalion 
gave an exhibition drill as part of the 
program which received very favorable 
comment. 

On Thursday evening, October 27th, 
Navy Day, the 303rd and 304th Com- 
panies participated in a review and in- 
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spection as part of the 1st and 2nd Bat- 
talions, New York State Naval Militia, 
on board the U. S. S. “Illinois,” and at 
the Brooklyn Armory _ respectively. 
Rear Admiral L. M. Josephthal, com- 
manding the New York State Naval 
Militia, received the review at the 
Brooklyn Armory, and officers of the 
National Navy Club that of the Ist Bat- 
talion on board the U. S. S. “Illinois.” 
A very creditable exhibition drill was 
given by the respective companies im- 
mediately following the review and in- 
spection. 

The 303rd and 304th Companies held 
a review and inspection on _ board 
the U. S. S. “Illinois” the evening of 
November 10th, the occasion of the Ma- 
rine Corps Anniversary. Colonel Newt 
D. Hall, U. S. M. C., commanding the 
New York Barracks, was present as 
the reviewing officer. 


ASIA CALLING 
Bye George 


Well, we have settled down at last, 
and have finally become convinced that 
we will not start back to the States 
next week. We are digging in for the 
winter. 

Winter in North China will be great; 
we are told that they are very severe, 
and as we are getting well fixed for 
such as King Winter desires to give us, 
let him rave. 

Baseball season is approaching its 
close and it looks like the Provisional, 
now the 12th regiment, will win that 
cup mentioned in my last broadcast. 
Well, they have played some mighty 
nice baseball. 

On the evening of September 20th we 
had a Brigade gathering on Woodrow 
Wilson Field, the home of the First Bat- 
talion, and started the evening with 
some songs. Spurling took the place 
of Dave Slating as song leader, and as 
we were not in the hall it did not ring, 
but one could heaer the echo as the 
songs resounded when they hit the 
moon. A good time of singing was had 
by all, and then to cap it off a movie 
followed, and we saw some of the best 
acting that the cinema has produced. 
Marine Gunner Boschen of the eighty 
first company starred for a while; then 
you should have observed how QM. Sgt. 
C. B. Hirsch reacted under the eye of 
the camera. There were many others 
who took leading parts, but as I forgot 
to take my note book I did not get the 
names from the title sheet, but what it 
really was was the landing of the Ma- 
rines at Tientsin. This was followed by 
a good war picture with plenty of spice 
and laughter. 

Colonel Davis was given command of 
the 4th Regiment at Shanghai, and 
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Lieut. Colonel Dyer that of the 12th 
Regiment at Tientsin. Lieutenant Prich- 
ard has gone to the U. S. S. “Sacre- 
mento,” being relieved as Regimental 
Adjutant by Lieutenant Enyart. Lieu- 
tenant Fellers is now Personnel Adju- 
tant as well as Athletic Officer. Captain 
Kalbfleisch now has the 79th Company, 
relieving Captain Beecher, who has gone 
to the 12th Regiment. Captain Webb 
has taken over the duties as Regimental 
Intelligence Officer and Commanding 
Officer of the Headquarters Company. 


The Eightieth Company returned from 
the range with a percentage of ninety- 
two qualified. The Seventy-ninth also 
spent a week on the range, having done 
their snapping in prior to leaving our 
midst, and returned with a perfect score 
of 100 per cent qualified. The 12th 
Regiment is now using a range, so the 
rest of us are wondering just when will 
we get a crack at that five dollars. It 
will not be long, we trust. 


Admiral Bristol, the Commander in 
Chief of the Asiatic Fleet, inspected our 
quarters, and the entire Brigade passed 
in review before him. The Sixth Regi- 
ment led with the 12th following and 
the Tenth, artillery, bringing up the 
rear. 

The second Regimental Smoker was 
held at Anderson-Meyer Godown, the 
home of the second Battalion, Captain 
Cox having overcome the fear that has 
gripped him since the last smoker when 
Pierce, the heavyweight fighter, charged 
him in lieu of his opponent, resumed his 
position as referee. Lieutenant Fellers 
was the announcer of the evening. 


The bout between Passic of the 80th 
Company and Steve (who) of the 12th 
Regiment was a continual round of give 
and take, and as the four rounds were 
not enough for either to get through the 
others guard to do much damage, it was 
called a draw. The third bout between 
Wells of the 12th Regiment and Pollock 
of the 76th Company started out as if 
for a KO, but Wells seemed to be able 
to ward off the KO blows and to place 
a few light ones of his own, the first 
round was not enough to show that 
either had any advantage over the other, 
nor the second, but in the third round 
Wells seemed to get the lead, and he 
handed out one blow that looked as if it 
might contain a few song birds, and a 
little coma tied up in it, but Pollock 
shook his head, and guarded for the rest 
of the round. The fourth round was a 
repetition of the first and second, and 
the fight was declared a draw. We 
wonder how the boy who seconded for 
Pollock received that gash above the 
eye. 

As an interval and change of diet the 
ring was then turned over to Ferdinand 
of the Engineers, who with his partner, 
Lane, gave an exhibition of the skill of 
the movie actors and actresses of Holly- 
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wood, and some very good dancing. The 
stage, e-r-r I mean ring, was then given 
to Spurling, who led the gang in some 
familiar songs not the least of them 
being “Sweet Adeline.” We are still 
looking for the fellow with a reserve 
seat on the roof of Anderson-Meyer 
building who brought out the bass so 
well, but he seems to have covered all 
traces, tracks, and did not leave the tell- 
tale cigar butt, or whatever our sleuth 
Groty needs to trace him to his lair. 
Keep looking, Groty, we will help you 
by not covering the tracks. The Sixth 
Regiment orchestra rendered music dur- 
ing the interval between bouts, and re- 
ceived a good hand. 

And the fights go on. Gouvermont of 
the 76th Company and Johnson of the 
12th Regiment gave a few lessons in 
boxing. The boys from the 12th started 
out with a cry “muss that hair.” I 
think it is very bad etiquette for a per- 
son to get in a boxing ring with his hair 
slicked down and parted in the middle, 
it just creates such an earnest desire to 
muss it up a little, one is inclined to 
think that he needs his hair parted that 
way to keep his balance. Johnson went 
after that hair, but to no avail, four 
hard-fought rounds was not enough to 
muss that hair. Some say he used mo- 
lasses, others shelac, but he won the 
fight by a decision, and it was not even 
close. He had out-punched his opponent, 
out-spared, and kept him on the go. 
Now the boys from the 12th claim that 
their man was not after the fight, but 
wanted to muss his hair. The fifth bout 
between Hudson of the 74th Company 
and Hendricks of the 12th Regiment. The 
12th Regiment man must have been a 
corps man, he came in the ring with a 
white hat cocked on the side of his head, 
to the cry of “OUR NAVY” and “The 
Navy is Sunk,” and a few of the regular 
love banters that are used for such oc- 
casions. This was a very good scrap, 
with both boys about even in endurance, 
but with Hudson a little edge by fact of 
experience, and using it for six rounds, 
he won the bout by decision, which de- 
cision was accepted by he crowd as the 
right thing. The final bout, between 
Amato of. the Service Company and 
Green from the 12th Regiment, was pre- 
ceded by a challenge by Corbett of 
Headquarters Company and Sweeney of 
the Headquarters Company, Second Bat- 
talion. They will take anybody of their 
weight, bar none. When Sweeney came 
in the ring there was a cry of “We want 
Mahoney,” and that is just what we 
want, Mahoney of the 12th Regt., was 
titled by the local papers as welterweight 
champion of North China, but the fact 
that he has never met Sweeney, and 
that our Athletic Officer, Lieutenant Fel- 
lers, had attempted to match them with- 
out success, did not seem to have any 
effect on his title, and as there was no 
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one holding the title prior to his arriva 
we wonder if it is genuine. The fina 
bout was short and snappy, the firsi 
round, nothing happened; the second 
Amato began placing a few with Green 
on the defensive. The third round was 
all for Amato; he fought hard for about 
a half minute, then landed a hard one 
to the chin which started Green toward 
the mat, but he did not fall fast enough 
to suit the taste of Amato, so he landed 
him another, and started another on the 
route, but, alas, Green was too fast for 
him and got down before the blow 
landed, and as it was coming with ex- 
press speed, and was one of these things 
that stop only when they land, it landed, 
and Green won the bout by a foul. 


We have another smoker under way 
for next week, and Mahoney has ac- 
cepted Sweeney’s challenge, so we shall 
have that argument settled in great 
style. 

Sergeant Major Hayes has the duties 
of Regimental Sergeant Major, and East 
has gone back to the Second Battalion. 
“Top” Conway is holding his own with 
the 78th Company, and Sharp with the 
76th Company. Sergeant “Jack” Reddin 
has requested me to have a_ notice 
printed in the “LEATHERNECK” that 
mail will be “in” when it gets here, and 
not before, and to have all hands in- 
structed that asking him will not ex- 
pedite the arrival thereof. He, of 
course, must be mail orderly, and that 
is just it—Brigade Postmaster is the 
title that would about fit him. QM. 
Clerk Goodwin could be called Superin- 
tendent of the Postoffice department. 
He has charge of all mail for Marines 
that reach Tientsin by any of the many 
ways it pours in at least once a month. 
Stratton, the millionaire from Philadel- 
phia, has the job of seeing that the boys 
in the Sixth Regiment are not forgotten 
when mail comes in. He also has the 
job of answering all questions about 
mail in the regiment. “Hay, Stratton, 
when will mail be in.” “Did the Leather- 
necks come this time?” “What next,” 
is what he answers to all. We have in 
the Brigade a group of men who have 
been assigned the very unpleasant task 
of M. P. duty, and they naturally, by 
reason of such duty, become a group by 
themselves. They are commanded by 
Captain Guilder D. Jackson, with Lieu- 
tenant Gordon Hall and Gunnery Ser- 
geant Kendig to help in the administra- 
tive work. These boys are working hard, 
night and day, and as the manner in 
which they perform their duty is not 
judged by the number of arrests they 
make, but in the lack of arrests, and as 
that number is decreasing, one can 
naturally say that they are becoming 
more efficient. There are only three 
don’ts in this Brigade, well, yes, there 
are four: No. 1, don’t get in the re- 
stricted district, a very small area two 

Continued on page 40 
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MARINE CORPS LEAGUE DINES 


Brig. Gen. Foley Among Speakers at 
Worcester Detachment Banquet. 


Brig. Gen. Thomas F. Foley was the 
principal speaker at the annual banquet 
of the Worcester Detachment of the Ma- 
rine Corps League. W. Karl Lations, 
retiring commander of the detachment 
and senior vice commander of the na- 
tional body, was toastmaster. Other 
speakers were Lieut. Andrew B. Holm- 
strom, commander of the 11th Fleet 
Division, U. S. N. R., as the official rep- 
resentative of Mayor O’Hara; Maj. 
Joseph S. Murray, officer in charge 
of marine recruiting in the new England 
district; Capt. Arthur Lyng in charge of 
the Veterans’ bureau in Boston and com- 
mander of the Marine Corps Reserve at 
the Boston navy yard, and Maj. Archie 
F. Murray of Worcester, who is active 
in military circles. 

Two reasons why the “gyrenes” have 
their banquet on Armistice eve are first 
because it is Armistice eve and second 
because it is the 152d anniversary of the 
U. S. Marines as a corps. 

In his talk Lieut. Holmstrom read a 
letter from the mayor in which the city’s 
chief executive expressed his regret at 
being unable to be present. He wel- 
comed the assembled men both in the 
name of Worcester’s mayor and as the 
official representative of the U. S. Naval 
Reserve in Worcester. He remarked on 
the high “esprit de corps” of the ma- 
rines and invited them to have the pro- 
posed reserve company drill at the Na- 
val Armory, Lake Quinsigamond. 

Mr. Latoins told of the recent national 
convention at Erie, laying particular 
stress on a description of their quarters 
which are on the first ironclad vessel 
of the U. S. Navy, formerly the U. S. S. 
“Michigan” and now the grounded “Wol- 
verine.” He also brought the greetings 
of Maj. Gen. John Lejeune, commander 
of the Marine Corps at Washington and 
also national commander of the Marine 
Corps League of. America. 

Brig. Gen. Foley welcomed the as- 
sembled “Leathernecks” and expressed 
the desire that the marines should have 
an active reserve unit soon and extended 
them the use of the State Armory. 

John G. Kaipowich, the newly elected 
commander of the Worcester detachment, 
spoke briefly. 

Rudolph Trowe, a former marine, pre- 
sented a brief case to Mr. Lations. The 
case was hand made with the globe and 
anchor seal of the U. S. Marine Corps 
Stamped on it, and was made by Comdr. 
Karpowich. 


Doris Dewey was the headliner of 


“Clements Entertainers,” who provided 
amusement. 


Miss Mabel Barnes sang 


How About 
That News Article For 
The Leatherneck? 


Let’s Have It! 


several numbers. Ernest Wardle was 


the comedian. 

To end the evening’s activities all 
present stood in silent prayer from 10.58 
until 11 p. m. in memory of their “bud- 
dies” who made the supreme sacrifice. 

The newly elected officers are: 

John G. Kapowich, Commandant; 
Lewis W. Everett, Sr., Vice-Command- 
ant; Carlton Dean, Jr., Vice-Command- 
ant; Rudolph A. Trow, Sec.-Treas.; Roy 
H. Cohn, Paymaster; Alfred Banks, Adj.; 
Merton C. Lowe, Sgt.-at-Arms. 


DALLAS LEAGUERS HAVE SOME- 
THING TO SHOUT ABOUT NOW 


By Chas Roumick, Commandant 

Not only have we landed the 1928 
convention of the Marine Corps League 
for Dallas, but our delegate, Wm. 
Easterwood, was elected to one of the 
offices of National Vice-Commandant. 

The newly elected and appointed offi- 
cers were installed at a banquet held 
Thursday, November 10th. This ban- 
quet was, primarily, in celebration of 
the 152nd anniversary of the founding 
of the Marine Corps, as well as the an- 
niversary of the Marine Corps League, 
combined with the Armistice Day cele- 
bration. 

Dallas Marines are enthused over 
their success in landing the 1928 con- 
vention. This honor will act as a great 
spur to our contemplated membership 
drive, whereby we hope to more than 
double our membership of 1927. 


DETACHMENT OF MARINE CORPS 
LEAGUE ELECTS OFFICERS 

Major General Littleton W. T. Waller 
Detachment officers for the ensuing year 
are as follows, and were duly installed 
in their respective offices on the last 
stated meeting of said detachment which 
was held on Thursday night, November 
3rd, 1927: 

Commandant, Charles E. Warburton; 
Sr. V-Commandant, William Redington; 
Jr. V-Commandant, J. B. Greenwalt; 
Officer of the Day, R. S. Shinn; Officer 
of the Guard, James Manion; Trustee 
(3 Years), George Palmer. 

The above were installed by Comrade 
H. L. Buehler, Installing Officer, having 
as his master of ceremonies, Comrade 
James McKaig. 


PITTSBURGH DETACHMENT, MA- 
RINE CORPS LEAGUE 


I thought that, due to the long delay 
since this detachment was in print in 
the columns of The Leatherneck, it was 
about time that we awoke from our long 
sleep and let the other detachments know 
that we were still among the live ones, 
Things are going very lovely for us 
here and though we do not enjoy the 
large membership that we had this time 
last year, still the sixty-odd that we have 
are a bunch of real live ones and always 
“rarin to go” on something or other. We 
have had a very successful summer sea- 
son of social activities with the main 
feature being our first annual picnic. It 
was a whiz bang even though the day 
was rainy. A live crowd, composed of 
members and families who were not 
afraid of a little rain, turned out and 
enjoyed things to their fullest extent. 
The affair was held in Wind Grove just 
outside of Pittsburgh and there was 
“beaucoup” eats and pleasure for all 
concerned. 


We have had other affairs inside in 
our new club rooms in Social Lyceum 
Hall, Foreland and James Streets, Pitts- 
burgh, Pa., consisting of smokers and 
bingo parties. The inside parties paid 
very well and the result is that our 
treasury is in very good standing. An- 
other big blowout is to be held next 
meeting night, October 24, and at this 
affair we expect to realize enough 
money to pay the expenses of our dele- 
gates to the National Convention of the 
League to be held at Erie, Pa., Novem- 
ber 4, 5 and 6. We expect a big turnout 
at the convention and have the promises 
of quite a few autos to take members 
to the convention city. Erie has prom- 
ised a good time to all and we know that 
with Major Tom Sterritt at the helm, 
things should be humming in Erie next 
month. 


Our meetings are now held on the 2nd 
and fourth Mondays in each month and 
a nice buffet lunch is served all who at- 
tend at no cost to them. This feature 
is bringing out the boys. Then we have 
had several interesting speakers, with 
World War experience, talk to the mem- 
bers at different times, and their efforts 
have been very enthusiastically received. 
One speaker in particular proved to be 
a very interesting one, in the person of 
Dr. Farmer, who was with the Sixth 
Marines as a “Y” secretary. He must 
have been a popular “Y” man from the 
comment made on him by the members. 
Last meeting was also an interesting 
one in that we were availed of several 
good Marine Corps movies through the 
courtesy of the Historical Section of the 
Marine Corps. We keep the ball a roll- 
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Editorial 


7 ARINES stationed at Shanghai have been kicking 
’ strongly against several decisions that were made 
against Marines who have participated in the various 
boxing tournaments held under the auspices of the 
I. C. S. of that city. From the number of protests 
that we have received it is evident that the Marines are 
strongly convinced that there have been some very raw de- 
cisions made against Corps boxers. Athletics of all kinds in 
China have always faced the difficulty of finding suitable and 
efficient umpires, judges, and referees. They just don’t exist 
out there or if there are any, they are usually so closely 
allied with one side that they are unacceptable to the other. 
Thus in practically all athletic events there is a kick against 
the officials who in most cases are conscientious and doing the 
best that they can to handle the assignment. However, their 
mistakes are never overlooked by the losing sides. 

There should, we think, be capable judges of boxing in 
Shanghai and Marines should demand that they be secured for 
their fights. There is no excuse for enduring inefficiency more 
than once. If Marines refused to enter the bouts until good 
judges were assured we are sure that the promoters would 
soon come to their senses and secure capable officials. 


N THE TENTH of November the Marine Corps was 

152 years old, which means that organization has 
rendered public service in the nature of protection 
of American life and property both at home and 
abroad for that period. At present there are two 
important assignments of Marines; namely, in China and Nica- 
ragua. In the former country approximately 5,000 Marines 
are stationed in Tientsin, Peking and Shanghai, their sole 
duty being the protection of American citizens and American 
property as designated by the American minister in China. 

In Nicaragua there are nearly 2,000 Marines busily employed 
in the administration of that country, particularly as concerns 
the protection of all citizens residing therein. The Marines 
have won the confidence of the Nicaraguans to the extent that 
they have been permitted to act as instructors in the training 
of the officers and men of the Nicaraguan National Army. 
This includes the administration not only of the provinces but 
of the cities as well, through the medium of local policemen 
and garrisons of Nicaraguan soldiers. In addition to the 
above, the Marines are instructing the Nicaraguans in modern 
methods of conducting prisons and hospitals. Today there is 
practically no trouble in Nicaragua except in one province, 
Neuvo Sagovia, which is near the Honduranian border. This 
is due to the fact that the rainy season is on and transporta- 
tion and communication are virtually arrested. For this rea- 
son local disturbances cannot be pacified. 

Approximately 2,500 Marines are serving on board first- 
class battleships, airplane carriers and cruisers of the United 
States Navy, and performing duties as gunners with torpedo 
divisions, as well as other useful duties. 

In Haiti the Marines still hold the reins; and it might be 
well to invite attention to the recent reports made in con- 


December, 1927 


nection with the splendid financial, industrial and economic 
condition of that country. 

Today fewer Marines are at home than at any time during 
the past ten years, numbering only about 5,000. Consequently 
their duties are more arduous than they are under normal 
conditions, and approximately one-third of these are recruits 
undergoing the various stages of preliminary training. 

A review of the present distribution of the Marine Corps 
will show that on its one hundred and fifty-second birthday 
it is manifest that its activities are sufficient proof to tax- 
payers that the Marine Corps is a good investment for the 
American public. 


THE LEAGUE CONVENTION 


The annual convention of The Marine Corps League, held 
in Erie, Pa., on November 4 and 5 was a huge success. 
Practically every detachment was represented by a delegate 
and those that did not have a delegate present showed their 
interest by sending written instructions and recommendations. 

The officers elected were as follows: Major General John 
A. Lejeune was reelected National Commandant; Karl K. 
Lations for the New England Division, Major Drexel Biddle 
for the Southeastern Division, A. E. Beeg for the South- 
eastern Division, Colonel W. E. Easterwood, Jr., for the 
Southwestern Division, Congressman Ralph E. Updike for 
the Central Division, W. H. Dana for the North Central 
Division, and L. W. Nickerson for the Western Division. 
“Doc” Clifford was reelected Chaplain. Mr. Gallagher of Erie 
was elected to the newly created office of National Sergeant- 
at-Arms. 

The convention agreed upon and adopted a design for a 
new lapel button to be worn by members of the League. 

A permanent design for a Grave Marker, designed by Mr. 
H. C. Edgerton from Albany, N. Y., was adopted. The boys 
from the Hudson-Mohawk Detachment introduced the resolu- 
tion for the adoption of this design. 

Three members from the Detachment in Detroit were as- 
signed to the committee for drawing up a ritual and standing 
orders for National Headquarters and the detachments. This 
committee was granted a period of 90 days in which to 
submit a report. 

Major General Lejeune, the National Commandant, presided 
during the entire business meeting on Saturday and was very 
well pleased to note the interest the delegates had in the 
organization. He went so far as to promise things which 
will make the League a real working organization. Many 
times he smiled at the old timers and greeted them with a 
warm welcome. 

Much credit must be given to the Erie detachment for the 
way they put the convention across. There was not a dull 
moment during the entire time that the delegates were there. 
The Mayor and the Chief of Police welcomed them and gave 
them the keys of the city, Everything possible was done to 
make the time spent there pleasant and enjoyable. 

The Atlanta detachment sent the following proposals, many 
of which were discussed by the convention and which we 
believe well worth printing. These proposals are worthy of 
serious thought by the members of the League. They are 
as foilows: 

(1) That the National Headquarters formulate and pro- 
mulgate uniform methods of organization, functions, and 
reporting of local detachments outlining fully for the guidance 
of subordinate bodies of the League, the aims, objects and 
reasons for the existence of the League as a national body, 
on why local detachments should render allegiance to that 
ody. 

(2) That new and higher objectives be discussed with the 
view toward making membership more attractive to eligibles 
through adoption of these new objectives. 

(3) That each subordinate body be guided generally by 
definite regulations of the National Body under a charter 
issued by the National Body. 

(4) That a ritual of initiation and oath of allegiance be 
adopted for the guidance of all detachments. 

(5) That local detachments be required to formulate definite 
by-laws for the guidance of that detachment, such by-laws 
being subject to approval by National Body before becoming 
operative and in every respect conforming to the general 
regulations and prohibitions mentioned in Paragraph 3, and 
providing for 

(a) Transfer of memberships without additional cost to the 
member thus transferred. 

(b) Honoring of life and honorary memberships granted 
by one detachment by all other detachments, all such mem- 
berships being subject to approval of National Body. 
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THE MARINE BAND RECORDS 


Through the efforts of The Leatherneck, The Marine Band, under the direction of Captain Taylor Branson, 
has recorded the Marines’ Hymn, The John A. Lejeune March, Semper Fidelis, and The Connecticut March. 


It will be of much interest to every Marine, every ex-Marine, 
and to every friend and admirer of the Corps to learn that new 
Victor Orthophonic records have been made of The Marines’ 
Hymn, The John A. Lejeune March, Semper Fidelis, and The 
Connecticut March, by the Marine Band under the direction of 
Captain Taylor Branson. 

A very interesting story of the making of these records might 
be told. The Marine Band has made a host of friends on its 
different tours that it has taken through the country each fall. 
In addition thousands of people throughout the interior of the 
country who have very little chance to come into contact with 
Marines have heard the Marine Band broadcast and they have 
heard the band close its program with The Marines’ Hymn fol- 
lowed, of course, by The Star Spangled Banner. Something in 
the Marines’ Hymn made them take notice and many of them 
wrote to The Leatherneck asking if our Hymn could be pur- 
chased on a Victrola Record. Many of them called at recruiting 
offices and asked the recruiting sergeants about getting the 
record and their inquiries were referred to The Leatherneck. 
Moreover, many Marines and ex-Marines have inquired if such 
a record had been made lately. 

The Leatherneck then took the matter up with the Victor 
Talking Machine Company, who welcomed the band to their 
studios on one of the days that the band was playing in Phila- 
delphia on its annual tour. It was originally planned to have 
the band record The Marines’ Hymn and Semper Fidelis but 
the Victor Company was so pleased with the music of these 
two that they asked that The John A. Lejeune March and 
The Connecticut March be recorded too. 


Semper Fidelis and The Connecticut March are on one record 
and have already been released to the Victor dealers throughout 
the country. However, The Marines’ Hymn and The John J. 
Lejeune March for the present will not be released to dealers, 
but will be distributed exclusively by The Leatherneck. The 
Leatherneck has purchased a limited number of this record. 
The blank on the inside back cover will give full information 
on how this wonderful record may be secured. 

“From The Halls of Montezuma” on the new Victor Ortho- 
phonic Record has been rendered by the Marine Band with that 
fire and intense feeling that could be put into it only by Marines 
who felt what they played. The rendition begins with the full 
band playing two stanzas, then Captain Branson sings two 
stanzas, the whole band joins in on the chorus, Captain Branson 
sings another stanza and finally the whole band plays the 
chorus. It is truly inspiring the way this Hymn is rendered. 
It is a record that every Marine will want to hear. 


Marine Band Just Finished Most Successful Tour 


The Marine Band has just returned from one of the most 
successful tours in its history. Its itinerary carried it to most 
of the large cities of the East and at every place it has played 
to capacity audiences. Newspaper clippings received in the 
Office of The Leatherneck tell a story of enthusiastic reception 
of the band in every place that it played. The Marine Corps 
has every reason to be proud that it can claim title to such a 
body of fine musicians. 

The following excerpt from an article appearing in the Fall 
River Herald News should prove of interest to our readers: 


Foremost of Bands 


The United States Marine Band stands foremost among the 
great military and concert bands in the country today and is 
the premier military musical organization at the National 
Capital where it plays for all of the big State functions at the 


White House. The aggregation of talented musicians with 
their scarlet coats and highly polished instruments makes a 
brilliant and inspiring sight. 

Members of the immensely popular band are compelled to pass 
the most rigid tests before acceptance into the organization. 
Punctual attendance at a full two-hour rehearsal five mornings 
each week is required from every member of the band, thus 
guaranteeing the high standard of musical excellence already 
established. 

Each member of the band is not only a musician of unusual 
ability, but is also an American citizen and the organization 
to which they belong holds the unique distinction of being the 
oldest military musical organization in the United States. An 
average term of service of 18 years for its entire present per- 
sonnel indicates how highly membership in the organization 
is regarded by the mcn. 

The band has had nine leaders during its 26 years of exist- 
ence. When it was organized in 1801, immediately after the 
moving of the capital to Washington, D. C., Tyre was the 
leader, with his successors as follows: Pons, Scala, Fries, 
Schneider, Sousa, Fanciulli and Santelmann. 


Native American Leader 


Capt. Santelmann after 29 years of service turned the baton 
over to his successor, Capt. Taylor Branson, the present leader, 
April 27, this year. Capt. Branson has been a member of the 
organization since he was 17 years of age, and, therefore, is 
entirely a product of the official Marine Corps Band. In addi- 
tion to being born in Washington, he is the first leader of the 
American organization whose parents were both native 
Americans. 

The leader’s early musical training was received under the 
members of the band of which he is now the director. He served 
for many years as violin soloist of the band and was for some 
time second leader. A number of stirring military marches 
which he has composed have been dedicated to the Marine Corps. 

Heard in an open air concert in August, 1800, at the tented 
camp of the Marines on the hill overlooking the Potomac, and 
for the first time in Washington itself at the first of a series 
of White House receptions, the music of the famous .organiza- 
tion has been a feature of the life of Washington for over 125 
years now. 

Not only has the band at the inauguration of all the presi- 
dents since its organization, but it has also welcomed kings, 
queens, princesses, statesmen and other distinguished visitors 
from many lands. It has also marked the time for every big 
parade which has moved down stately Pennsylvania avenue. 
At times the quickened notes of the band have voiced the joy 
of the nation while at other times, the softened strains have 
spoke of the country’s grief. 

Prior to the fall of 1911, the crack musical organization was 
rarely heard outside of the national capital. Except for inter- 
vals of from 10 to 20 years, only those in Washington were 
privileged to hear the music of this group of talented musicians. 

However, the late Senator “Bob” Taylor of Tennessee heard 
it play one hot August afternoon on the east front of the 
Capitol while Congress was in session and at that time expressed 
the wish that it might play for his people in Dixieland. 


With other members of Congress backing him up, the senator 
appealed to President Taft for permission for the band to go 
on a tour with the result that the people of the South enthusi- 
astically welcomed the organization on its initial tour. Similar 
permission has been given for the annual escorts ever since 
that time. 
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AROUND GALLEY FIRES 
By “Doc” Clifford 
Honorary Chaplain, U. S. M. C. 


It is little 
wonder that 
the Paymas- 
ter of the 
Marine Corps 
League, A. E. 
Beeg, is 
proud of his 
home town, 
for Erie cer- 
tainly put 
things over 
n right royal 
style at the 
Convention 
of the League. 
Nothing 
could be finer 
than the wel- “Doe” Clifford 
come accorded us by the Mayor of the 
City, the Hon. Joseph C. Williams, and 
this was backed by the whole of its civic 
and official life. The Louis J. Magill 
Detachment is also to be congratulated 
on its unique and very valuable head- 
quarters, the U.S. S. “Wolverine.” Here 
its sessions are conducted and its parties 
assemble under the able direction of the 
Commandant, Thomas G. Sterrett, who is 
also the popular sheriff of Erie county. 
The members of the Detachment form 
one of the very best and most loyal 
marines to be found in the U. S. A. 

Erie is a leading center for the manu- 
facture of steam shovels, boilers and 
engines, writing paper, roofing paper, 
clothes wringers, steam hammers, plumb- 
ers tools and supplies, hardware, elec- 
tric engines and motors; and occupies 
a prominent place in the manufacture of 
machine tools, hand tools, kitchen equip- 
ment, chemicals, silks, wearing apparel 
and many other articles. They possess 
342 plants with a normal employment 
list of 23,933 persons of whom seventy 
per cent work in the metal trades. The 
city is proud of her educational facili- 
ties, having three senior high schools, 
five junior schools and twenty-seven ele- 
mentary schools in which 16,281 day 
pupils are enrolled and to whom six 
hundred and ten teachers give instruc- 
tion. These are simply notes in passing, 
for of the convention held in the city 
others will make report. 


Some time ago a citizen of Dallas, 
Texas, offered $25,000 for a flight from 
that city to Hongkong, China. This 
gentleman was Colonel W. E. Easter- 
wood, Jr., a one-time Corporal in the 
Marine Corps, better known to his chums 
in the Corps as “Billy.” The Colonel 
was in Erie as the Dallas delegate to 
the Convention with instructions to 


secure the 1928 meeting of the League 
The Colonel’s pockets 


for his home city. 
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bulged with telegrams ere he made his 
plea and the folks of Dallas sure kept 
the wires busy with the result that next 
year’s convention will be held in the 
Lone Star State. 


It was a delight to meet the Cleveland 
folks and to know that the Detachment 
is in a thriving condition. It is also a 
pleasure to know that a new name has 
been officially registered for the Detach- 
ment, namely, “Morrison-Webber Post.” 
Morrison, a son of Mrs. P. Morrison, was 
of the 79th Company, 6th Regiment, and 
gave his life in service in France, while 
Frank Webber, it will be remembered, 
was one of the gallant boys who so nobly 
made their last stand during the Lake 
Denmark explosion of last year. 


Mansfield and Canton were well repre- 
sented by some real stalwarts of Marine 
Service, while the Pittsburgh and Albany 
groups made a very impressive conting- 
ent. Detroit, Cincinnati, New York and 
Brooklyn were also in evidence. My pen 
gave out and my memory fails me in 
placing all the Posts reporting, but noth- 
ing can destroy the memory of the soul- 
stirring heart-to-heart talk of the Major 
General Commandant. No person can 
touch the feelings of a marine more 
easily and more deeply than General 
John A. Lejeune, and no one can secure 
a finer response in real loyalty from his 
men than this leader who lives in the 
hearts of the Corps as one of themselves. 


While writing these lines I am re- 
minded that Christmas is on its way, 
and for the poem of the month would 
like you to enjoy as I did the lines writ- 
ten by Rev. Charles W. Moorman of the 
Brooklyn Navy Y. M. C. A.: 


HIS BIRTHDAY 


“’Tis the Birthday of my Shipmate, 

He was born in Galilee, 

Where He hadn't any pillow for His 
head: 

But the angels sang His welcome, 

And the shepherds came to see 

My Manger-cradled Shipmate in the 
Shed. 


“Little reck I ports or wages, 

Or the raging of the sea, 

Since my shipmate is my Pilot and my 
Friend, 

He has cruised across the ages, 

And will cruise, while time shall be, 

Through His Kingdom, of whose increase 
there’s no end. 


“So I wave you Merry Christmas, 

Just across the deck, since you 

Are a Shipmate to my Shipmate and to 
me: 

May our voyage be one of gladness, 

And of service that is true, 

Any voyage with such a Shipmate ought 
to be.” 


Dece mber, 1927 


A card to hand states “Mr. William 
Karl Lations and Miss Ysobel Angelyn 
Piekarski announce their marriage.” 
Kar! is our New England Division Com- 
mander hailing from Worcester, Mass., 
and the whole Marine Corps League re- 
joice with him at this season, wishing 
them both all the happiness that can 
come to the hearts and lives of a couple 
whose married life commences with our 
motto, “Semper Fidelis.” The bride- 
groom presided at the M. C. L. Con- 
vention and rendered most excellent serv- 
ice thoroughly typical of all for which 
Karl has ever been noted. 


Iona Island, N. Y., spoken of by a Ma- 
rine once as “The Garden of Eden be- 
fore Eve came,” was certainly not with- 
out a good representation of the fair 
sex on the evening of October 15th. On 
this date was held the annual fall dance 
and from the reports given to me on my 
visit the affair was a huge success. Cap- 
tain E. L. Burwell speaks highly of the 
men of his command and looking down 
the Roster I am convinced that the Island 
has a guard of which it would be a 
pleasure to be a member. 


Captain Charlie Dunbeck was also at 
the convention with a very thrilling story 
of his eight months’ work at Belleau 
Wood. No one could have represented 
the whole Corps more worthily or 
achieved such marvellous results more 
efficiently than the Captain in his stew- 
ardship during the season of pilgrimage 
of the thousands whose hearts. still 
render homage to the courage and sacri- 
fice of the boys who fell in this mem- 
orable advance. 


Bernard J. Kurby is still the First 
Sergeant and Sergeant Dana T. Huston 
has just shipped over for further duty. 
There are six corporals and ten first 
class privates, while the eating capacity 
of the command is excellently provided 
for by their cook, Ned W. Faulkner. 
George A. Miller, a Brooklyn boy, is the 
clerk and post exchange steward. 


Dover, N. J., is now commanded by 
Lieutenant Robbins, Captain Sweet hav- 
ing left for St. Thomas. Lakehurst, N. 
Y. This Detachment, under Captain 
John Groff, has just celebrated with a 
fine celebration of which Harry G. But- 
ler writes in this issue. Both these New 
Jersey Posts are in excellent spirits and 
will be referred to in my next notes. 


New York’s Detachment of the League 
is in a good thriving condition, the offi- 
cers for the ensuing year being inducted 
recently by Milton Solomon, the Com- 
mandant of the Eastern Section Activi- 
ties of the League. 
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| Now Read What 11,105* Doctors say 
About Lucky Strike Cigarettes Because 


toasted” 


Paul Whiteman, 
Noted Orchestra Leader, 


writes: 


“It was but recently, when I started to act 
as master of ceremonies with my band at 
the Paramount Theatre, that I realized 
how vital perfect voice condition was to 
a performer. I have always been a con- 
sistent smoker and, fortunately, Lucky 
Strikes were my favorite brand. I like 
their toasted flavor and, best of all, I 
can smoke as often as I like, without fear 
of irritating my voice, which is becom- 
ing a great asset in my work.” 


HAT is the quality that Giacomo Rimini, Margaret Sane D 
D’ Alvarez, Cesare Formichi, Armand Tokatyan, 


Emma Trentini, William Faversham, Florence Reed, 
Paul Whiteman, and other famous singers, actors, 
broadcasters and public speakers have found that makes 
> he LUCKY STRIKES delightful and of no possible injury 
to their voices? 


For the answer we turned to medical men and asked 
them this question: 


Do you think from your experience with LUCK Y 
STRIKE cigarettes that they are less irritating 
to sensitive or tender throats than other ciga- 
rettes, whatever the reason? 


11,105* doctors answered this ques- 
tion “YES.” 


Consider what these figures mean; consider that they 
represent the opinion and experience of doctors, those 
whose business it is to know. 


‘It’s 


signed cards confirming the above statement 
LYBRAND, ROSS BROS. & MONTGOMERY 


No Throat Irritation-No Cough. Accountants and Auditors 


New York, July 22, 1927. 
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THE UNITED STATES MARINE BAND, with Leader Taylor Branson. They have just completed their most successful tour, 
during which they rendered concerts in many Cities. Their latest achievement is the recording of the Marines’ Hymn for the 
Victor Talking Machine Company. 


ofd Gun GBavern, 


OUR “BIRTHPLACE.”—lIt was here that the Marine Corps was first organized, 152 years ago. 
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COACHING STAFF AND PLAYERS, MARINE CORPS FOOTBALL TEAM, 1927 —They Haven't Lost Yet. 


THE HONORABLE A. J. OKEEFE, MAYOR OF NEW ORLEANS, presents the “Efficiency Guidon” to 310th Company, Fleet 
Marine Corps Reserve, Lieut. A, A. Watters, Jr., commanding. This presentation was made one of the features of Navy Day 
celebration in New Orleans. 
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Thirty-two 


“We pay him $100 a week” 


ND he’s worth every cent of it. 

Came here several years ago ask- 

ing for a job. He got just that—a 
small job at a small salary. 


“Then I forgot about him—hardly 
knew he was on the payroll until one 
day I got a letter from the International 
Correspondence Schools telling me that 
Thomas A. Andrews had enrolled for 
a course and had received a mark of 
98 for his first lesson. 


“*There’s a man worth watching,’ 
I said to myself, so I began to keep tabs 
on his work. Pretty soon he began 
coming to me with suggestions. I could 
almost see him growing. 


“Somehow he was the first man I 
thought of whenever there was a posi- 
tion open. And he always made good 
because he was always preparing him- 
self for the job ahead. We pay him 
$100 a week now and he’s going to be 
earning even a larger salary some day. 
I wish we had more men like him.” 


OW do you stand when your em- 
ployer checks up his men for pro- 
motion? Does he think of you? Is 
there really any reason why you should 
be selected ? 

Ask yourself these questions fairly. 
You must face them if you expect ad- 
vancement and more money. For now, 
more than ever, the big jobs are going 
to men with special training 


There is an easy, fascinating way for 
you to get this special training right at 
home in spare time. One hour a day, 
spent with the I. C. S. in the quiet of 
your own home, will bring you more 
money, more comforts, more pleasures, 
all that success means. 


N I. C. S. course is not a sure 

guarantee of a larger salary, but 

it comes as near to it as anything we 

know. Certainly the man who studies 

in his spare time is more certain to get 

ahead than the man who just drifts 
along. 

Every mail brings letters from I. C. S 
students telling of advancements and 
increased salaries won through spare- 
time study. In a single year, the in- 
creases voluntarily reported by I. C. § 
students totaled more than $2,000, 000. 

These advancements and increases in 
salary were not only in the technical 
subjects such as Electrical, Mechanical 
and Civil Engineering, Architecture, 
Chemistry, etc., but in Salesmanship, 
Advertising, Business Management, 
Accounting, ete. 

Whatever the course, if it is an 
I. C. S. course, you can be sure it 
represents the best thought of men who 
are leaders in that field and is drawn 
from their practical experience. 

Is there any reason why you should 
stand still while others are proving 
every day that you can get ahead if you 


really want to? Don’t you feel that 
you should at least find out what the 
I. C. S. can do for you? 


OU can have the position you want 

in the work you like best—a salary 
that will give you and your family the 
home, the comforts, the pleasures you 
would like them to have. No matter 
what your age, your occupation, your 
present education, or your means, you 
can do it. 


Just mark and mail this coupon, 
and, without cost or obligation, get full 
particulars telling how you can prepare 
for success in the work of your choice, 


| CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 5276-E Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or A. on my part, please tell me 
how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before 
p= 1 have marked an X 
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BUSINESS TRAINING DEPARTMENT 


Business Management 
Industrial Management 
Personnel Organization 
Traffic Management 
Business Law 


Accountancy (including C.P.A.) 
Nicholson Cest Accounting 


Bookke Peping 
ivate Secretary 


Busin ess Spanish ([) French 


and Banking Law 


Salesmansbip 

) Advertising 

Better Letters 

Foretgn Trade 
)Stenography and Typing 
) Business English 

Civil Service 

} Railway Mail Clerk 
Common Schoel Subjects 
High School Subjects 
Il'ustrating 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL DEPARTMENT 


Electric Lighting 

LJ Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machine Shep Practice 

()Railroad Positions 

OGas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Metallurgy 

N 


Steam Engineering D) Radio 
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| Occupation, 


Architect 

[Blue Print Reading 

(Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 

oncrete Builder 
/Structural Engineer 
LiChemistry Pharmacy 
Autemobile 

Airplane Engine 

Agriculture and ‘Poultry 
Mathematics 


Persons residi ing. in Ce mada should send this coupon to the 


International Correspondence 


| 


Schools, Canadian, Limited, 
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December, 1927 


I grasped a hatch-dog to steady my- 
self as I looked out of one of the bat- 
tened portholes in No. 10 Marine Com- 
partment at the black night and blacker 
sea. The wind howled and shrieked out- 
side, and the big battleship lunged 
through the monstrous waves. 

Seven bells had struck, and I stood by 
the steel door in oilskins and boots, 
ready to go out on the quarterdeck and 
relieve the lifebuoy watch at midnight. 
I shuddered as I thought of spending 
four lonely hours on that gale-swept ex- 
panse of deck that was awash most of 
the time in weather like this. 

The bell on the signal bridge clanged 
eight times, and, pulling my rain hat 
down firmly on my head, I stepped out 
on deck. 

I walked aft with my head bent 
against the stinging spray, cautiously 
going hand over hand along the chain. 

Huddled in the narrow space between 
the two after turrets I found the man I 
was to relieve, drenched to the skin and 
with chattering teeth. 

“Boy, pity the poor sailors on a night 
like this!” he yelled in my ear above the 
howl of the wind. “You'll have to be 
pretty careful tonight. She’s been tak- 
ing them over like a fishin’ smack.” He 
turned his orders over to me, and then, 
waiting until a lull made the way clear, 
ran staggering across the deck to the 
gun-deck ladder and disappeared in a 
shower of spray. 

An improvised life-line of inch manila 
had been rigged between the two rails, 
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ESCAPE 


By JACK HENDERSON 


and it was along this that I was sup- 
posed to walk. Fixed to the rail at each 
junction of the line was an automatic 
life-buoy release. In case of a “man 
overboard,” I was to ascertain, if pos- 
sible, the side on which he went over, 
and pull the trigger of that re- 
lease, casting him a luminous circle of 
cork. 

As I walked back and forth along the 
pitching deck, always keeping one hand 
on the life-line, I kept a watchful eye 
out for heavy seas. When I saw one ap- 
proaching I would leap for the ladder on 
the side of No. 3 turret and scamble up 
to safety as the water plunged and 
roared across the deck beneath me. 

However, the expression “familiarity 
breeds contempt” can be applied nowhere 
more fittingly than to a sea-faring man, 
and as the skipping seas seemed to in- 
crease in size and frequency, I became 
less watchful. 

Presently, as I finished a turn along 
the life-line, I stopped and leaned on the 
chain to listen to that fascinating sound; 
bubbling water lapping and sucking at 
the side of the ship as she .plowed on 
through the silent night. 

Too late did I rouse from my reverie 
and resume walking. As I turned, I was 
paralyzed with horror to perceive a 
huge green sea bearing directly down 
down upon me. It seemed to poise ma- 
jestically, for an instant, and I, com- 
pletely fascinated by its immensity, felt 
rooted to the deck. Then I saw a slither- 
ing mighty mass of water swooping down 
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across the deck—felt the shock as the 
icy maelstrom struck me with an ir- 
resistible crash. I felt myself lifted 
bodily, choking, and gasping as the cut- 
ting brine roared over my head. In 
frantic madness I flung my arms about 
for a hold on something solid, but my 
puny strength was nothing to the 
smothering, roaring monster that treated 
big ships, as though they were mere 
chips. 

Then, to my horror, the quarterdeck 
seemed to drop out from under me and 
slip sideways in the trough. Down, 
down, it’ went, until it seemed to be 
pitching in the bottom of a volcano- 
crater of dizzily whirling water. 

The ship! My God, it was going away 
from me! The terrible truth struck me. 
I had been washed overboard. 


The ship seemed tiny now, and ac- 
centuated the hugeness of the ocean. It 
seemed that the whole world had been 
turned into crazily lunging, oily swells 
of a colossal sea. I was choking, and I 
screamed to relieve the awful loneliness, 
rather than from horror. 

Then, a miracle! The ship 'swooped 
up under me with unbelievable speed; the 
swell that clutched and beat me groaned 
once in defeat, and before I had realized 
clearly what had happened I was crashed 
to the deck with stunning force. 

The sea roared off, screaming curses, 
and I lay dripping on the deck, ex- 
hausted, shaken, dazed—but safe: The 
cruel sea had been cheated once again. 


Removing The Kick (Sam Loyd Puzzle No. 4) 


HEN Prohibition set in, and Jinks was appointed enforce- 

ment agent of his district, he considered it discreet to 
start on his own cellar where it was well known he had 
Our puzzle deals with one demijohn of fine 
old port which they say Jinks fairly wept over the while he 
diluted it to a lawful percentage of the taboo spirits 


some rare wines. 


This is the way Jinks went about his sacrifice. 
demijohns held pure wine and the other contained pure water. 
He first poured from the water demijohn into the wine demijohn 
enough water to double its contents. 
the wine demijohn into the water demijohn enough of the mix- 
ture to double its contents. 
poured from the water demijohn into the wine demijohn 
enough to double the contents of the wine demijohn, and 
this final operation left in each demijohn the same num- 
ber of gallons of liquid, although there was then one 
more gallon of water than of wine in the wine demijohn. 

Let us see who can check up on Jinks’ manipulations 
by figuring out how many gallons of wine and how 
many gallons of water composed that mixture in his 
wine demijohn after the pourings. 


ANSWER TO PUZZLE NO. 3 


One of the 


Then he poured back from 


Then to equalize matters he again 


“Domestic Finance” 


The solution to the problem may be procured by 


} TERS! From their respective statements it is clear that one- 
| Nees: {| third of Smith’s money was equal to one-quarter of his 
iH) ty a hoe wife’s cash. So their funds were in the ratio of 3 to 4. 
| “ue — a The $5000 house purchase called for all of Mrs. Smith’s 


money and two-thirds of the husband’s, or all of the 
husband’s cash and three-quarters of the wife’s. From 
which we deduce that only one-seventh of their com- 
bined funds would be left in either case to pay for the 
° garage. Therefore, $5000 represented six-sevenths of 
their total cash. Dividing $5000 by 6 we learn that 
one-seventh, the price of the garage, was 833 and one- 
third dollars. 
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MARINES AGAIN WIN PRESIDENT’S CUP 
IN SMASHING GAME 14 to 0 


“The game was well played and you 
deserve to win.” 

This was the expression of President 
Coolidge in presenting the President’s 
Cup to the big Marine football squad at 
the close of the 1927 grid clash for the 
championship of the military services of 
the United States. Two powerful, hard- 
fighting service elevens had valiantly 
battled through four full quarters of 
fast and furious play, the Marines vic- 
torious at the last pistol shot by the 
score of 14 to 0. Sergeant Richard 
“Bozo” Duncan, captain of the Marine 
Squad, received the cup from the Presi- 
dent. 

Killion Field at Catholic University 
probably never held such a host of 
notables as that which witnessed the 
game. The President and First Lady 
of the Land witnessed the whole game, 
sitting on the Marines’ side during the 
first half, and in the Army box during 
the second. Secretary of War, Dwight 
F. Davis was there as the Army’s chief 
rooter and Setretary of the Navy, Curtis 
D. Wilbur, occupied a box on the Ma- 
rines’ side. Heads of the two branches 
of the service, Major General Charles 
P. Summerall, Chief of Staff of the 
Army, and Major General Commandant 
John A. Lejeune of the Marines clasped 
hands before the opening gun and took 
their positions with their respective 
teams; and claiming the attention of 
everyone of the vast throng of 18,000, 
that ex-Marine ruler of the heavyweight 
boxing division, Joseph Gene Tunney, 
who started the contest, 
’ The game was a hard one and struggle 
the Marines had to for their thigd suc- 

j in the contest A 
y since 1924 for the trophy em- 
blematic of the gridiron supremacy 
Incle Sam’s military and naval forces. 
Albeit entering the game as favorites 
the Marines encountered a _ well-drilled 
and fierce fighting lot of soldiers who 
yielded stubbornly and gave ground only 
before the hardest attacks of the Ma- 
rines. 

The Army team that Coach Van Fleet 
sent on the field surprised even Army 
supporters in the manner that it repulsed 
assault after assault and on one occa- 
sion held the Marines for downs on the 
4-yard line. The first quarter saw the 
teams on a more or less even basis, two 
stalwart lines holding and _ staging 
mighty defensives, and the stands set- 
tled down to witness what was ostensibly 
to be a great clash of two machines built 
of “football brains” and fine physical 
brawn. They were not disappointed. 


President and Mrs. Coolidge, 
Secretaries of War and Navy, 
Generals Summerall and Lejeune, 
Tunney—Many Notables Present. 


JIMMY LEVEY 


Although weighing but 143 pounds, he 
was the big gun of the Marines offensive. 


After the nip and tuck of the first 


quarter, the Marines tightened up, and 
their aerial attack paved the way for 
their opponents’ downfall. Gaining the 
ball at the 25-yard marker soon after 
the second period started, they launched 
a determined advance. Three first downs 
were registered quickly, Levey making 
two of them with 30 and 25-yard dashes. 
When tackled on the last run Levey was 
injured, forcing his retirement for the 
half, and try as they might the Marines 
could get no further than the Army 
6-yard line on that particular march. 

After Army punted the Marines again 
headed toward goal, only to have one 
of their passes intercepted. Army, how- 
ever, went into the air when well within 
its own territory and had a pass inter- 
cepted by Shapley. The Marine quarter- 
back former ace of the Naval Academy, 
was downed soon as he caught the ball, 
but on the next play “Bozo” Duncan 
snagged a pass and skirted the Army’s 
left flank for 35 yards and a touchdown. 
Woods kicked the point. 


Punting by both sides was frequent 


during the remainder of the period and 
throughout the third, with play being 
mostly between the 30-yard lines. Dur- 
ing the exchange of kicks the Marine 
offensive moved to midfield and there 
came the pass that brought the second 
and last touchdown of the game. From 
well behind his line, Shapley hurled the 
ball to Levey, who was clear of most all 
opposition at a point about 15 yards 
ahead of the scrimmage. Without much 
interference, excepting one would-be 
tackler who was beautifully taken out by 
Whitfield, Levey raced the remaining 
35 yards for goal. Woods kicked the 
point. 

The new score, 14 to 0, seemed to spur 
the Army to greater efforts, for its 
passing and rushing improved, but as 
the game ended the Marines were close 
to goal again, as Hart had intercepted 
a pass from one of the soldiers, and 
reached the Army 15-yard line before 
being downed. 


It was a hard-earned and mighty vic- 
tory for the Marines, Their backfield 
worked like a clock and too much praise 
cannot be given the powerful line that 
was nearly impregnable on the defense, 
and did not fail to “make way” during 
the offensives. They remain one of the 
few undefeated teams among the impor- 
tant ones of the country! 


Summary 
Army Position Marines 
Franz 4.E. Whitfield 
Bartleman Wigmore 
Clarke L.G. Crowe 
Lindsey De Roo 
Wargo R.G. McDonald 
Frey R.T. Cobb 
Butler R.E. Philips 
Hutchinson Q.B. Brunnelle 
Joris L.H. Levey 
Reeder (Capt.) R.H. (Capt.) Duncan 
Umberger F.B. Buckowy 


Touchdowns—Duncan, Levey. Points after 
touchdown—Woods (2 placemént kicks from 
14-yard line). Substitution (Army), Sweeney 
for Joris; Yeomans for Hutchinson: Ruffle 
for Reeder; Avera for Clarke; Ward for 
Frey; Stewart for Wargo; McKelvey for 
Franz; Driggs for Sweeney; Kielstrom for 
Ruffle; Clarke for Ward; Daley for Clarke; 
Combs for Butler; Frey for Bertleman; Hut- 
chinson for Yeomans; Birdsong for Driggs: 
Reeder for Kielstrom; Mitzen for Reeder: 
Sweeney for Mitzen; Driggs for Umberger;: 
Yeomans for Hutchinson. (Marines), Shap- 
ley for Levey; Woods for Buckowy; Hill for 
Whitfield; Getz for De Roo; Brougher for 
Cobb; McCracken for Getz; Gutke for Shap- 
ley; Brunelle for Woods; Shumway for Bru- 
nelle; Shapley for Gotko; Levey for Duncan: 
Plain for Wigmore; Cain for Philips; Hart 
for Levey. Referee—Crolius (Dartmouth). 
Umpire—Land (U. 8S. Naval Academy). Head 
linesman—Lieut. Cummings (Boston Col- 
lege). Field judge—Gaffney (Georgetown). 
Time of periods—15 minutes. 
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SHORTS ON SPORTS 


By JEFF DANIELS 
Sports Editor 


Now that the Marines have the Presi- 
dent’s Cup safely stored away for an- 
other year they are headed for a clean 
slate for the 1927 season. Two more 
games to play, and if they win both, the 
Leathernecks will rank among the best 
in the football constellation of starring 
teams. Southwestern University at 
Memphis, Tenn., and Loyola University 
at New Orleans will furnish the opposi- 
tion for the last two games of the sea- 
son. If the Marines win they will be 
one of the chosen few among the unde- 
feated, important teams of the country. 
Loyola will be the highest hurdle. 


Gene Tunney, suave and placid, at 
times vied with the play itself for the 
attention of the crowds at the big game. 
He started the game, shook hands hun- 
dreds of times, signéd dozens of scraps 
of paper, and in general acted the 
part of a mighty good sport. And, 
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ing to the Gyrenes in the stands to 
come on. They did, and after a good- 
natured tussle that would rival any col- 
lege flour or flag rush, the Marines’ em- 
blem, with its Semper Fidelis, still stood 
in all its glory on the hilltop. 

As a return engagement and in re- 
taliation the Marines endeavored to carry 
off the Army mule, but curses, they 
were foiled. However, several Leather- 
necks who probably had had some ex- 
perience on the open range, demonstrated 
that they could maintain their equi- 
librium aboard the wily steed as well as 
on the deck of a ship. 


Each side had its heroes of the fray. 
Shapley and Levey of the Marines’ back- 
field were particularly brilliant in air 
and ground offensive. Shapley proved 
a consistent ground-gainer and a most 
dependable passer. Levey snagged 
passes from the air in great style and 
when called upon to carry the ball in 
rushing attack he almost always picked 
up much ground. An injury put Levey 
out of action for a time, but when he 
returned to the battle he was just as 


Thirty-five 


offensively and defensively, Bertleman 
was the main strength of his side. 


The Braunstein Duncan _ten-round 
draw, staged by the International Sport- 
ing Club in Shanghai last month, was 
lauded as a great advertisement for box- 
ing. An American Marine and a British 
Marine hung up another point in favor 
of boxing as an international sport. 


Pity the poor linesman. He works 
and sweats and fights, and the backfield 
gets the credit, for “’tis they what 
makes the touchdowns.” Get your eye 
off the ball during the next game, and 
watch the linesmen “make the holes.” 


Golf is not a rich man’s game any 
more and any marine who hasn't tried it 
yet should. It’s great for distemper. I 
threw my clubs away long ago, but I 
hang onto my knickers. At Parris Is- 
land everybody plays—at it. 


“Regular” prize fighting in Washing- 
ton is illegal, so a local newspaper staged 
an A. A. U. boxing tourney, and all the 
pent up vociferousness of the lo- 
eal fight fans got a splendid chance 
to break loose. Forty-three (43) 


that must be hard after days of 
hero-worshiping throngs crowding 
and jostling him about. One bird 
remarked, “He’s sure a good lookin’ 
guy. His pichers ain’t done ’im jus- 
tice.” The champion also gave a 
fine talk on “The Manly Art of Self 
Defense” during the evening for the 
benefit of the Belleau Wood Memo- 
rial Fund. 


Nick Altrock, coach of the Na- 
tionals and baseball’s veteran fun- 
maker, got a big hand from the 
Marine cheering’ section, while 
dressed in an exaggerated gridiron 
outfit he led some of the yells. He 
kept the crowd in an uproar until 
borne from the field of play in a 
hearse drawn by two extraordinarily 
small, but long-eared mules, driven 
by a tall-hatted colored personage 
of solemn mein. 


Another laugh came _ between 
halves when the Marines let loose 
a huge balloon which towed into the 
heavens a well-stuffed effigy of the 
Army mule. It hasn’t been heard 
from since. A proxy of Jiggs II 
was also dropped from an aeroplane, 
but the parachute failed to open and 


upon making a rather jolting land- Head Coach Mr. J. T. Keady of Dartmouth College 
a the stands was immediately (center). Assistant Coaches: Captain Emmett W. 
torn to pieces by hundreds of fans Skinner, U. S. M. C., of Kansas Agricultural Col- 
lege (right), First Lieutenant Elmer E. Hall, U. S. 
M. C., of the University of Oregon (left). 


seeking souvenirs, 


The attention of the thousands 
present was drawn to a huge globe 
and anchor, our emblem, which was 
beautifully placed atop a high hill over- 
looking the stadium. Majestically it’s 
gold and silver glimmered in the Autumn 
sunlight and on the horizon could be 
seen several Marines without arms 
guarding it. 

But, also, a few eyes discerned a party 
of doughboys advancing up one side of 
the hill, and it required but little thought 
to deduce that the soldiers were bent on 
getting that emblem. The guards saw 
them advancing and lost no time in wav- 


bouts, approximately 129 rounds of 
honest-to-goodness give and take, 
were staged, and the party lasted 
until three o’clock in the morning, 
when eight boxers were declared 
champs in their various classes. The 
famous “Spike” Webb, coach at the 
Naval Academy and of the U, §S, 
Olympic Team, was one of the ref- 
erees. Many were called, a few were 
carried out both vertical and hori- 
zontal, and fewer (that’s a bum 
word) were chosen. 


With but a small number of men 
from which to choose, Lieutenant 
Franklin W. R. Brown, athletic 
officer at the Washington Barracks, 
continues to fight on. His football 
team hasn’t won yet, but the players 
continue to try, and simultaneously 
preparations are being made for the 
basketball season. You don’t have 
to win to be a good sport. 


As a sports scribe in “Our Navy” 
so aptly puts it, the “Big’’ Marines 
from Quantico go on their way ring- 
ing the bell here and there. They 
keep on winning. 


troublesome to the Army as before. In 
the line, the Marines had an excellent 
tackle in Jim Wigmore and a sturdy 
guard in Henry Crowe. This pair broke 
up many well-intended Army thrusts. 


For the Army, Harry Bertleman was 
the outstanding player. Starting at right 
tackle, but later shifting to the left side 
of the line, this 240-pound husky, who 
spurned headgear and socks, was truly 
the Big Bertha he has been nicknamed 
by his buddies. In virtually every play, 


The same writer, commenting on 
the Marines’ victory over Dayton, 
changes the famous Marines’ Hymn 
to read: “From the shores of Quan- 
tico to the Walls of the National 
Cash Register Company.” 


According to Manager Donnie Bush, 
Pittsburgh expects to start the 1928 
National pennant race with practically 
the same team that won the flag this 
year. 

Two of the highest-priced stars in 
baseball will be with the White Sox 
next year in the persons of Kamm and 
Cissell. 


While on their barnstorming tour, 
Babe Ruth hit 20 homers and Lou Geh. 
rig socked out 13 in 21 games. 
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Parris Island Gridders Win Two 


More; Jiggs 


KING COLLEGE FAILS TO SCORE 
WHILE “STONEWALL” JACKSON 
RUNS AMUCK 


2nd Makes His Debut 


“MILO” STROUP PLAYS HAVOC 
WITH CUMBERLAND’S BEST 
OFFENSIVE TACTICS 


By Sergeant Stanley Maddes 


King College’s mountaineers left their 
mountain lair and invaded Parris Island, 
the abode of the fighting Leathernecks 
on October 15th. They arrived on the 
same boat as did Corporal Jiggs 2nd, 
the new mascot of the Parris Island Ma- 
rines donated by Gene Tunney. How 
could the Collegians expect to overcome 
such a jinx; they didn’t. The Marines, 
playing their first string line and an 
array of light, fast backs, smashed their 
way to three touchdowns through their 
opponents’ line, resorting to the aerial 
attack on but three occasions, two of 
which were completed 

William Stonewall Jackson, a young- 
ster playing his first year in fast com- 
pany, gained a total of 123 yards in 
slashing drives over guard and off tackle. 
“Horse Collar” Pierce, letter man of 
last year, and starting his first game 
this season, gave the fans a thrill when 
after smashing through King’s line he 
stepped 40 yards through a broken field 
to put the ball within striking distance 
of the collegians’ goal. 

King College had a strong team and 
put up a scrappy battle, but were unable 
to gain through the forward wall of the 
Marines and the ball hawks of the Lea- 
therneck backfield broke up their pass- 
ing game. The Collegians made only 
two first downs, one a pass, Sackett to 
Gunn, and the other was a result of a 
series of line smashes. They were nicked 
for thirteen first downs by the Devil 
Dogs. 

Jackson, Pierce and Captain Davis 
were stellar performers for the Marines 
while Worthington and Fletcher showed 
well for the visitors. 

The fans were entertained during in- 
termission by the antics of Corporal 
Jiggs ana Sergeant Maddes, his cus- 
todian. 


King College Pos. P. |. Marines 
Fletcher L.E Beatty 
Bowman L.T. Stroupe 
Swartz L.G Galloway 
Owens Cc Dahlgren 
Burke R.G Davis (C) 
Worthington Cummings 
Faucette R.E Grissom 
Gunn (C) QB Long 
Lindbech L.H Churchill 
Willeox R.H. Jackson 
Roberts F.B. Pierce 

Substitutions—King Collegs Kelley for 
Bowman; Shearer for Swartz; Smith for 
Shearer Reeser for Owens; Armstrong for 
Worthington; Quillen for Willcox Marines 

Harrington for Beatty: Thomas for 
Stroupe Levie for Galloway; Troxell for 


Dahlgren Stolze for Davis; Culpepper for 
Cummings; Hartley for Grisson; Lewonis for 


Long; Jones for Churchill; Semler for Jones; 
Johnstone for Pierce 

Scoring touchdowns—Churchill, 1; Long, 1; 
Pierce, 1 Point after touchdown—Pierce, 1 
Officials—Fitz Annapolis) referee; Harvey, 
(South Carolina) umpire Chadwick Cita- 
del) head linesman Two fifteen minute 


quarters and two twelve minute quarters. 


The Parris Island Gyrenes trounced 
Cumberland University of Lebanon, 
Tenn., by score of 26 to 7 in a hard- 
fought game on October 22nd. The 
score does not indicate how closely the 
two teams were matched. The Marines 
got all the so-called breaks of the game 
and really took advantage of them. 
Dahlgren, center for the Marines, inter- 
cepted a pass in the first quarter and 
raced fifty-five yards for a touchdown. 
Kelly, end, recovered a fumbled blocked 
pass and raced fifty yards for touch- 
down in the third quarter, almost dupli- 
cating Dahlgren’s feat. 

Cumberland furnished the toughest op- 
position for the Marines this season. 
They fought hard and showed that their 
coaching had been excellent. Baird, 
diminutive halfback of the collegians, 
was easily the individual star of the 
game. His defensive work was sensa- 
tional. The Marines put up their usually 
hard driving game, making eighteen first 
downs to the visitors nine, showing that 
the best team really did win. 

“Milo” Stroupe, so-called because his 
figure is so unlike that of the famous 
venus, is the lad who caused Cumberland 
such misery by his deadly tackling and 
smashing offensive work. 

The game kept the fans on edge be- 
cause of the numerous fumbles, many of 
them being recovered and carried back 
for long gains. For the visitors Cook, 
Baird and Knee played stellar ball, and 
for the Marines, Stroupe, Stolze and 
Beatty were the outstanding performers. 


Cumberland VU. Pos. P. |. Marines. 
Bevins L.E. Beatty 
Cook L.T. Stroupe 
Smith L.G Levie 
MeArthur Cc. Dahigren 
D. Robinson R.G. Stolze 
Humphreys Cummings 
Farrar Hartley 
Brooks Q.B. Ryckman 
Leake L.H Long 
Baird R.H. Jackson 
Knee F.B Pierce 


Substitutions Cumberland Muey for 
Cook, Robinson for Smith, Horton for Rob- 
inson, F. Robinson for D. Robinson, Spence 
for Farrar, Robertson for Leake, Leake for 
Knee, Clark for Spence; Marines—Thomas 
for Stoupe, Mize for Levie, Bailey for Dahl- 
gren, Troxell for Bailey, Culpepper for Cum- 
mings. Kelly for Hartley, Harrington for 
Kelly, Pugh for Ryckman, Jones for Jackson, 
Churchill for Pierce, Semler for Churchill. 
Scoring Touchdowns: Cumberland—Brooks: 
Marines—-Jackson, Pugh( Kelly and Dahl- 
gren Points after touchdown Cumber- 
land— Baird Marines—Ryckman, Hartley. 
Officilals—Foster (Hampden-Sidney), referee; 
Simmons (Pennsylvania), umpire; Chadwick 
Citadel), head linesman Time—Four 15- 
minute quarters. 
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VIRGIN ISLANDERS CLIMAX 


BIG TENNIS SEASON AT ST. C. 


By Foot Fault. 

As the climax to a busy tennis season 
at this post, during which both singles 
and doubles tournaments for the Post 
championships were held, the racket 
wielders from the Marine Barracks, 
Saint Thomas, visited us July 22 and 23 
for the purpose of taking the cup, belt, 
banner, championship or what have you, 
as champs, back across the forty miles 
of Carribean. Their trip was enjoyable 
up to the time the matches began, and 
after Jupiter Pluvius called a halt to 
the first set-to in doubles Thursday 
morning, at which time Kurner and Scott 
were leading the big doubles men from 
Charlotte Amalie to the tune of 2-0. 

But it was in the singles that the 
visitors got their surprise package and 
the battles of Wednesday transpired 
thusly. For the opening match Dave 
Kurner, our PE racket and ball provider, 
was sent in against John Stumf, erst- 
while singles champ of this station and 
the big gun of the invaders. Well, John 
was way off and Dave played for 
“keeps,” so the first match came to us 
6-2 and 6-4. The second fracas de- 
veloped more action and went to three 
sets. The brilliant McCollum from over 
the river met the Top, who, by the way 
of knowing his lobs and volleys, was the 
barrack’s singles champ at St. Thomas. 
The first set was give and take with the 
Top taking 8 and giving only 6. In the 
next set Mack was not to be denied and 
the quarrel went his way 6-3. He used 
all his stuff in winning the second set 
for he had nothing to even annoy Case 
with in the last encounter and the set 
went to our athlete, 6-1, which put two 
slabs of the bacon on our side of the ice 
box. . 

Now for the fireworks. First Lt. Mitch- 
ell piloted his charges to our shores for 
a clean-up and now it was up to him to 
demonstrate that he had one winner in 
his troupe. So he took the court him- 
self and we tossed PFC. Scott in for the 
sacrifice. The lieutenant was known to 
have quite a rep among his home folks 
and it was expected that he would take 
Scotty in a romp. But the match de- 
veloped the best tennis of the day, with 
every point fought for tooth and nail. 
The pilot of the invaders was the best, 
no doubt, but he had to be to win 6-4 and 
7-5 for the first, and last, match for St. 
Thomas. PFC. “Tony” Giesen started 
off like a winner in his match with Sea- 
mans of the locals, and took the first 
set 6-4. Then “Sea Dog” woke up to 
what it was all about, and showed the 
misguided Tony the way to the laurel 
by the scores of 8-6 and 6-3. In the last 
match two men of equally matched ex- 
perience and ability came to grips and 
Duncavage, St. Croix, beat Acklin, of 
the visitors, 6-4 and 7-5. These boys 
haven’t been playing the game very long, 
but they gave their best. So it ended, 
four matches to one for the defenders 
of St. Croix. Our guests were good 


sports and their presence helped to put 
some “pep” into two days which might 
otherwise have been monotonous. 
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Thirty-seven 


(EDITOR'S NOTE—Newspaper' Clippings 
and other data concerning boxing in China, 
and from which the stories on these pages 
are written, are obtained through the cour- 
tesy of First Sergeant D. E. Williams, 25th 
Co., Fourth Regiment of Marines, Shanghai, 
China.) 


LEW CORDELL IS NEW CHAMP; 
OSTER LOSES CLOSE DECISION 


Light-Heavyweight Championship of 
China is Decided; U. S. Marine Loses 
to Royal Leatherneck 


Lew Cordell won the decision and the 
light-heavyweight championship of the 
U. S. Marine Corps (in China) with his 


ten-round victory over Joe Edwards as. 


a presentation of the International 
Sporting Club at the Carlton Arena in 
Shanghai last month. 

Edwards opened the cordialities of the 
two Leatherneck leather-pushers in the 
initial round with one of two broad 
slaps to the basket and the champion- 
ship match was on. He jabbed and up- 
percuted, but without doing much dam- 
age. Cordell, boxing a headier, more re- 
served game, came forth with some fast 
jabs to the jaw and seemed to cop the 
round on points. In the third round, 
Cordell played much the same tactics, 
but warmed up to deliver, between 
clinches, another winning array of points 
to the face. 

Cordell led from the opening gong of 
the fourth, punching the face of his op- 
ponent effectively with a heavily loaded 
left and smashing his defense badly on 
several occasions. A more graceful 
boxer than Edwards, he has a wearing 
attack that enabled him to take the next 
few rounds and the decision. 


“KID” OSTER LOSES 


On the same card, and according to 
the Shanghai Times, one of the out- 
standing battles of the evening, “Kid” 
Oster, of the Fourth Regiment of Ma- 
rines, lost the decision in the ten-round 
semi-final to Private Booker of the 
Green Howards, welterweight champion 
of the Defense Force, at 150 pounds. 

Mighty blows from the towering Ma- 
rine featured, the pair giving each other 
some terrific punishment. Oster gave 
the Britisher some heavy rights and lefts 
in the interchanges, but Booker with- 
stood the offensive well and replied with 
well-placed rights to the jaw that stag- 
gered the Marine, demonstrating on the 
whole a greater speed. 

Oster waded into his opponent heavily 
as the last round started, playing for 
the knockout punch. Booker defended 
himself well although palably showing 
the strain of this heavy attack. It was 
a fast, whirlwind round from start to 
finish, with but little advantage to either, 
except that Booker again wedged in 
a few fast ones, and won the decision 
at the end. Both fighters received a 
tremendous ovation, having put on one 
of the best, cleanest and most hard- 
fought battles of the season. 


MARINES’ SPORTSMANSHIP 
AND ABILITY DRAWS PRAISE 
FROM FOREIGN SPORTS WRITER 


George Bernard Shaw is All For Manly 
Art of Self Defense 


The greatest living apologist for good 
boxing is probably Mr. George Bernard 
Shaw. He has adduced more reasons to 
show that it is neither brutal nor cruel, 
dangerous nor degrading, than any mod- 
ern writer and has lent no little elo- 
quence to the praise of boxing as an 
uplifting influence upon the audience. 
One would ordinarily think that this 
subject was somewhat out of Mr. Shaw’s 
field and belonged rather to those who 
romance about the physical super-man, 
like Jack London and Rex Beach, but 
after all Mr. Shaw has never failed to 
show himself a man’s man, and boxing 
is the truest test of manhood in the esti- 
mation of millions of Anglo-Saxons, so 
we are not entitled to be surprised when 
it draws pungent thoughts from G.B.S. 
All these ideas went scurrying through 
our mind on Thursday night at the re- 
markably fine performance given at the 
Carlton when Corporal Duncan and Pri- 
vate Braunstein gave their beautifully 
clean and game exhibition. If there are 
sermons in stones there was an oracle 
in that bout. The big house was packed 
with hundreds of British and American 
soldiers, marines and sailors, mad at 
times with enthusiasm. The contest 
was, in a sense, international. But with 
all the cheering and baying that went 
on we never heard a suggestion of any- 
thing unpleasant or bitter, and the rea- 
son for it was that the match was so 
magnificently well fought by both par- 
ticipants and so eminently clean through- 
out, without a single foul or suggestion 
of one, that the highly strung crowd 
could only admire and never jeer. As 30 
many exponents of boxing in these latter 
years have pointed out, an actor, or a 
musician, or a politician, who comes be- 
fore the public may be a diseased, ill- 
tempered, bad-living wretch, but a boxer 
cannot be. Even a parson may conceal 
sins of the flesh and the spirit which 
a boxer cannot keep from his keen and 
critical audience. The boxer, if he is to 
amount to anything at all must be clean 
living above the average of ordinary 
good citizens, must develop spiritual 
stamina such as few religionists rise to, 
and must have a control over his temper 
and emotions which no ordinary business 
man would consider essential to success 
in his line of work. A successful boxer 
is therefore not only a physically su- 
perior man but has spiritual qualities— 
inborn or acquired—which might well 
be the envy of thousands of beings who 
imagine themselves the pugilist’s su- 
perior. Anyone with a really keen in- 
terest in high human qualities had a 
splendid opportunity to confirm these 
truths for himself in the Duncan-Braun- 
stein fight on Thursday night. These 


DUNCAN EXTENDED TO WIN 
DECISION FROM BRAUNSTEIN 


Marine Boxer Shows Big Improvement in 
Form in Great Battle 


Forced to extend himself to his ut- 
most through ten slashing rounds of 
hardy boxing from battling Sammy 
Braunstein of the United States Ma- 
rines, Corporal Donald Duncan, British 
Marine, remained undefeated titlist of 
Shanghai following the feature battle 
of an exciting program at the Carlton 
arena by winning in a ten-round decision. 

The fight was a whirlwind bout from 
start to finish, Duncan winning most of 
the rounds by the merest shade after 
heavy milling between the two service 
champs throughout. Braunstein exhibited 
great improvement since his last ap- 
pearance here, and it was the general 
opinion of fans that if he goes into 
training for another period, he would 
have a good chance of altering the ver- 
dict. Dunean declared after the fight 
that it was the closest battle he had 
been given in Shanghai, and the fans 
declared it the best fight yet witnessed. 
Speed, science, footwork and all the at- 
tributes of boxing were there. 


MARINES WIN EVENTS IN NORTH 
CHINA TRACK MEET AT MIN-YUAN 


Albeit losing first place as a team be- 
cause of separate entries, various mem- 
bers of the two U. S. Marine Regiments 
in China took the lead in several events 
and placed well in all in the North China 
championships held at the Min-Yuan dur- 
ing the month. The East Yorkshire lads 
took first honors with 44 points. 


Marines Pearson and Liversedge took 
first and second respectively in the jave- 
lin throw, Smith and Strain first and 
third in the broad jump, Liversedge first 
in the discus throw, Cogsdell and Noe- 
then second and third in the 200-metres 
low hurdles, Liversedge first in the shot 
put (16 pounds), Smith and Chernosky 
first and second in the high jump, and 
Smith second in the hop, step and jump. 

The U. S. Marines placed second in 
the 800-metres relay. Among the offi- 
cials, Lieutenant Johnston acted as a 
track judge and Lieutenant Fellers in 
the capacity of inspector. 


two men are utterly different in tem- 
perament, physique and style, but proved 
themselves equally fine men from the 
opening of the bout to the close. They 
displayed every quality that the Anglo- 
Saxon admires—courage, tenacity of pur- 
pose, intelligence, restraint, and a splen- 
did appreciation of a hard blow well de- 
livered. The community was well repre- 
sented in the huge crowd and we feel 
certain that all those present would like 
to join us in extending our sincere con- 
gratulations to the participants and the 
managers who made this excellent show 
possible 
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TEN DOLLAR PRIZE CONTEST 


NUMBER ONE 
What Did the Old Timer Say? 


Well, Leathernecks, here is the first of our OLD TIMER hit a cuspidor 1000 yards away with a chew of tobacco and 
contests. Everyone knows that no matter what kind of a yarn. never miss.” Now get your imagination working and let us 
know what you 
ter how far you /| think the OLD 
stretch the truth _ \ TIMER answered. 
\ This contest is open 
to old ones, young 


you tell and no mat- 


from narrow 
channels, the OLD 
TIMER in the serv- 


ice will go you one 


ones, police ser- 
geants, M. C. I. 


better and tell one students, musics, 


about the “Old Ma- 
rine Corps” that 


and company clerks. 
The biggest liar 
gets the ten dollars. 

Use the blank at 
the bottom of this 
page, or write your 


will knock your 
story into a cocked 
hat. So here we are 
giving you what a 
NEW Marine has to 
say and we want 
you to tell us what 
the OLD TIMER 
would tell him hap- 
pened in the “Old 
Marine Corps.” 


answer out on a 
sheet of paper. You 
may send in any 
number of answers. 
Address them to the 
Contest Editor, The 
As an example: Leatherneck, Wash- 
To the above boast | ington, D. C. Con- 
of the “Boot” the test closes January 
OLD TIMER might 20, 1927. The win- 
ner will be an- 
nounced in the Feb- 
OLD TIMER: “Go ‘way, Boy, that’s nuthin’! Why, in the OLD M’rine Corps...... ruary issue. 


say, “Why, back in poor: “Lookit, Sargint, I got nine straight bulls at 600! Not so bad, huh?” 
the ‘Old Marine 


Corps’ a Boot could 


IMPORTANT NOTICE: In order to show appreciation to our regular readers for their loyal support we are offering the 
ten dollars for answers submitted on the following blank. If the winning answer is sent in on a separate sheet of paper, the 
contestant will receive five dollars only. 

This is the first of a series of 12 OLD TIMER contests. If you are not a subscriber to The Leatherneck or a purchaser 
of a copy, turn to the inside back cover and send your subscription today or reserve a copy from our agent. This may be worth 
$5.00 to you. 


No ] OLD TIMER: “Go ‘way, Boy, that’s nuthin’! Why, in the OLD M’rine Corps..............2seeeeeeeee 
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Motive: The Best Educated Military 
Service in the World. 


WASHINGTON, D. C., 


November 10, 1927—Monthly Report 
Total number individuals enrolled............... . 71,725 
Total number enrolled since last report............. 
Total number disenrolled since last report.......... 
Number examination papers received during period. 1,684 
Total number graduates to date ................. vin 
Written especially for Tue LeatHerneck for the purpose of encouraging Marines to take advantage of the opportunities is 4 
offered by the Marine Corps Institute ne is 


THE VALUE OF KNOWLEDGE 


An important machinery unit in a factory broke down and an expert was 
called in. He looked at the machine, tapped it with a hammer and told the 
operator to start it. It ran perfectly and kept running. The expert’s bill 
was for $250.00. The shop superintendent grumbled. The price was 

_ridiculous, he said, and asked for an itemized statement. The expert 
itemized it thus: 


Tapping with hammer... $ 1.00 
Knowing where totap................. 249.00 


Are you one of the many that know how to tap with a hammer, or are you 
one of the few that knows WHERE to tap? 


This question may be answered by enrolling TODAY in one of the many 
mechanical courses offered to you FREE in the Marine Corps Institute. 
Merely thinking about it will only result in your continuing to know how 
to tap which is worth a dollar, but doing it will enable you to collect the 
full amount—$250.00. 


DO IT NOW 


The Marine Corps Institute offers a selection of 233 academic and vocational courses containing the latest infor- 
mation about the subjects to which they pertain. The average cost of these courses if taken by a civilian with a correspond- 
ence school would be One Hundred Fifty ($150.00) Dollars. THEY ARE GIVEN FREE TO ALL MARINES. 

Ask your school officer for a catalogue, select a course in which you are interested and then fill out the attached slip 
and mail it to the Marine Corps Institute. 


MARINE CORPS INSTITUTE, WASHINGTON, D. C.: 
I DESIRE TO ENROLL IN THE. COURSE. 
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Forty 


White Teeth 
ana ‘Tough Gums 


iodine tooth 


THIS smooth, pleasant, 

paste is celled. Zi-O-Dine cleans 

the teeth hly, without scratching 

the contains grit. 

To fzums and keeps them 

h Nent for Gingivitis and 
iodine content means “tooth 


your children 
=6Zi-O-Dine tooth 


now. It will keep 
> ir teeth in perfect con- 
tion, and save trouble 


in years to come. Recom- 
mended by dentists. At 
your druggist, or by mail 
postpaid, 50c per tube. 


Iodine Products Co. 
Laurel, Miss, 


DENTAL PREAM 


IF INTERESTED 
in buying an 


Or in Procuring a 


LOAN 


Write or see us 
or loan you money at 


FEDERAL 


26 JACKSON 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


AUTOMOBILE 


We will finance your purchase 


rates and on liberal terms. 


SERVICES FINANCE CORP. 
PLACE 


low 


COLUMBIA 


Company 


PHONE MAIN 4179 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Wholesale Confectionery 


T. H. CHACONAS, Proprietor 


Quality Candies 


202 NINTH ST., NORTHWEST 
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THE BROADCAST 


Continued from page 24 


blocks Wide and five blocks long, short 
blocks at that; No. 2, don’t get in- 
ebriated on the streets of the city, or 
appear on them in such a state; No. 3, 
don’t carry hard liquor outside of your 
belt, and No. 4, go home when your 
liberty is up. Now, with those few orders 
it is easy enough to keep out of trouble 
and especially as they have M. P.’s to 
warn you on all sides of the restricted 
area, this so you can not go in it unless 
with deliberate intentions to do so. It 
will soon be necessary to get a new 
M. P. force or do away with office hours 
for the offenders that they bring in. 
Our field hospital is one of the best, in 
fact, I expect it is the best field hospital 
in the service. Doctor Stevenson in 
command, with Doctor Vogelsang as 
Exec., Doctor Fulton, surgeon, and Doc- 
tor Willett, dental surgeon. Chief Roper 
and Erickson share the duties of the 
office and wards while George has the 
grounds and property to take care of. 
The Regimental Chaplain, Commander 
Edel, has been given the huge task of 
being the Brigade Chaplain, which at 
present is a large job, having to hold 
five services on Sunday, not to mention 
the many duties of a chaplain that are 
not thought of. He has Private Scruse 
from the Sixth Regiment as his clerk. 
and after hours we find Private Russel 
of the Tenth Regiment giving a hand at 
the chaplains tent. The supply of weep- 
ing slips have been replenished, and 
now sympathy can be found without con- 
sulting the dictionary. Sergeant Curran 
has been transferred from the message 
center to the Hospital at Canacao, P. L., 
and the rudder of the message center is 
controlled by Private Cook. 

During the past few months we have 
been entertained by the radio broad- 
casting station at Brigade Headquarters. 
They connect the telephone system up 
with a mike, and give us some of the 
latest phonograph record hits of the last 
few years, even the announcing is great, 
not forgetting the bedtime stories. 

We had the news of the Dempsey- 
Tunney fight about a half hour after it 
happened, and, of course, we were a day 
and a half ahead of them, so we received 
at noon the 23 instead of about ten p. m. 
the 22nd, but we are used to having 
things happen a day late by this time. 

Zaun is practising sprinkling clothes 
in the Chinese fashion, he says that that 
is the secret of the success of the Chinese 
laundries in the States, and that he is 
going to start in that business when he 
returns. 

A-S-I-A sounding off. 


STATION “AIRS” BROADCASTING 
Set. I. Schneider, U. S. M. C., 
at the “mike.” 

Good evening, everybody! 

Now that we have the Goldsmith 
Trophy, emblematic of the Post Baseball 
Championship, safely tucked away in 
our own glass case in the new recreation 
hall, the attention of all the sport lovers 
is turned to the embryo football eleven. 


The Aircraft Squadrons, E. C. E. F., 
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through the efforts of Lieutenant Pal- 
mer, aided and abetted by Lieutenani 
Sanderson and “Red” Williams, is get- 
ting into shape for an added sport for 
this field. 

Lieutenant Palmer has booked several 
games with near-by stations and it is 
hoped that this football team will be but 
the forerunner of many more football 
teams representing our Field. 

Who said golf was a rich man’s game? 
Not if you ever wandered over our way 
and took a slant at the model nine-hole 
course recently laid out on Field No. 1. 
Many of the boys have turned golf 
“bug” and Sears and Sawbuck are being 
rushed with orders for all sorts of 
mashies, niblicks, and what-nots. The 
Post Exchange has sold golf balls which 
at one time were considered dead stock. 
Now their supply must be replenished 
frequently. We are not sold on the game 
ourselves, as yet, but don’t ever hold 
it against us if we are found on Field 
No. 1 loaded down with an assortment of 
clubs, drivers, etc., hitting every which 
way trying to get a wee bit of a ball off 
what is known as a tee. At least we 
ask that you not laugh out loud! 

In passing we merely wish to acknowl- 
edge the toll time takes with the per- 
sonnel of the field. Familiar faces are 
fast disappearing and with their exit 
we find many new and unfamiliar ones. 
Truthfully, at one time we thought we 
knew every man on the field. Not so 
today, though! Let us, for the sake of 
time gone by, take a peak into the past 
and note a few of the many changes in 
the enlisted personnel. Not a single man 
is left of the old headquarters office 
force of three winters ago. Frawley was 
the last of the old-timers and he was 
paid off but recently. Our Sergeant- 
Major now is the oldest timer in that 
office with “Abie” Kline, runner-up. 
“Kind-hearted” Monroe Steffen now does 
his stuff as Frawley’s successor and we 
feel sure he knows his Underwood, not 
forgetting his portable writer. 

We take a peek into the photo lab 
and we find Ed Adams amongst the 
missing. We shall always remember 
Adams for he was the company “brains” 
of “C” Flight at the time we first re- 
ported for duty at this field just three 
years ago. And if Adams ever sees this, 
we wish to remind him of the hard time 
we had getting our first “72.” It was 
as easy as yanking out a tooth, wasn’t 
it, Adams? 

Further, we stroll up towards the bar- 
racks. Where in ’24 the barracks were 
overcrowded, we now find totally empty 
ones. This, of course, is due to the 
large number of men away on expedi- 
tionary duty. Names; they would fill a 
city directory were we to name all who 
are no longer with us. Just as we can 
think of them, though, our memory re- 
verts back to the days of “Tex” Keith 
and his tricks and deceptions with the 
cards. Old Tidmore, the boy who talked 
of more than was good for him. “Rudy,” 
who cavorted around motors in general, 
and the garage in particular is back in 
the swamps of Jersey along with Eddie 
Lund. Patterson, another garage man 
and Snuffy Johnson are doing their 
chores in Ohio. Mack Hilton, the elec- 
trician, has taken to the U. S. S. “Out- 
side” for better of for worse. Frawley 


is now back on the farm in Mexico, New 
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York. He confidentially told us he was 
going to become a poultry fancier. More 
or less a raiser of chickens, doncha 
know! 

Charlie Tredennick deserted the ranks 
of the aerographers and is going into 
business back home in Connecticut. Good 
luck to you, Charlie! Critz, the little 
ordnance man; Goette, Vick, the big 
Vought man; oh, there are so many not 
with us any more. Last, but not least, 
as our memory tries hard to recall all 
the names, we find the quartermaster 
with new men on hand. Steve Brodie 
went back into the Kentucky blue grass- 
lands, while Charlie Taylor bid us adieu 
last summer. 

We were in a reminiscent mood and 
now that we are about to snap out of it, 
we shall return to today and what we 
have for the future. 

Our old buddy, “Wop” Dent, returned 
to our midst along with several others 
who served with him down in “good old 
Port” as the Moustache grower from 
Jeanette, Pa., calls it as he sits in the 
pool room wishing he were back there 
so he could order up some drinks. 

Big doings are the order of the even- 
ing for the Halowe’en dance at the post 
“gym” on the 28th, we are told. Ser- 
geant-Major Lang is in complete charge 
of the decorations and if his good work 
of last year’s Hallowe’en dance is any 
criterion, enuf has already been said. 
We do wish to add that we have learned 
from a semi-official source that the men 
will have permission to be in masquerade 
costumes as they were last year. We 
know that that meets with the whole- 
hearted approval of the sheiks from the 
field. How about it, Roberts? 

Better watch your step, Jordan, you 
might slip on a peeling of one of those 
bananas in the war you are having down 
in Nicaragua! H. Ross is giving the 
boys much news and we all appreciate it. 
As he unravels the names, he recalls 
men with whom we served, and there is 
nothing like recalling old times. We 
hope that Lieutenant Thomas and 
Frankie (Doodle) Dowdeel have been 
found. 

Before signing off we wish to let 
“Red” Woods in on something which 
should interest him. Bill Caldwell evi- 
dently has made the acquaintance of 
your girl friend, Red. You see, he 
has a habit of calling for “Babe” in his 
sleep, and as late as 2 a. m. is no ex- 
traordinary time he pulls this stunt, 
George Hays tells us. So some time 
when you are not bothered with work, 
bunk fatigue, and a trip to town among 
the Haitians, Red, drop us a line or let 
your broadcaster announce in his next 
issue whether or not you mind Bill’s 
more than usual interest in this comely 
young maiden. 

In hopes that Jordan will have more 
news of the big banana war down in 
Nicaragua and that Humpy Harrison 
will have begun his broadcasts from the 
Port, we now sign off. 

Good night, everybody! 


GUANTANAMO BAY NEWS 
Admiral of the Marines Navy at 


Guantanamo is putting his best foot for- 
ward in boat racing, and notwithstanding 
that fact that he is up against the pride 


THE IEATHERNECK 


of the Navy in Guantanamo as far as 
boat racing is concerned “Stag Affair,” 
he nevertheless is taking his share of 
first places and is now ranked with the 
big guns in sail boat racing at this post. 
However, he committed an unpardonable 
sin when after climbing from 6th to 
second and falling back to fourth finished 
first only to cross the wrong finishing 
line and before he could recover and 
tack around the Captain of the Yard 
stole ahead. Anten must have been 
thinking of the dinner party at Caime- 
nero the next day. 

Dutch Keller is returned from the 
hospital after recuperating from hiking 
to the Rifle Range. It wasn’t the hike, 
was it, Dutch? 

Several of our sterling non-commis- 
sioned officers, including our valiant 
Sergeants-Major, put much effort into 
the Petty Officer’s Dance that has earned 
them much renown and everybody is 
anxious to see them at the next one. 
Irene Castle hasn’t a thing on the Ser- 
geant Major, except how wet he gets. 
Take a towel the next time. 

There is a rumor afloat that there will 
be a wedding at Fish Point or nearby 
within the next three or four months if 
they ever give him quarters—our Ser- 
geant Major is going to do it again. It 
is either the second or fourth, he doesn’t 
remember. Good luck to all. 

Our baseball team is getting into its 
own. Having won the Station Cup with- 
out competition—the Station team quit- 
ting cold and only the natives to play, 
which said team is their “meat,” they 
are branching out otherwise and will 
play Port au Prince, Haiti, this week, 
traveling on the U. S. S. “New York.” 
Paymaster Sergeant McGrory, a new 
arrival, has been appointed manager, 
and from his record of Mare Island in 
1922 when he led them to the champion- 
ship against the Pacific Coast and Guam 
in 1920 and 1921 when they won the 
Island championship, if our present 
players are ball players he will: get it 
out of them. Smith, of Parris Island 
fame; Hannah, of Quantico, and Derr, 
of Quantico, are the mainstays, not for- 
getting the old war horse Van Horn, 
who played with Christopher Columbus 
the day they landed. He is still a good 
pitcher and recently allowed the natives 
two hits in 7 innings. We expect to 
have a good team for the fleet in Janu- 
ary—if Ditty Box will only remain in 
the dug-out with his score book. Sev- 
eral of the best sailor players will help 
us out this winter. 

Our esteemed mess sergeant has been 
treating us pretty good, but while we 
get skinny he gets fatter. Guess you 
better diet, Skinny. 

Almost had a cyclone on the 19th of 
October. Flags flying, the women all 
scared, and nobody going to bed but the 
Sergeant Major. He had his car already 
for a sudden flight if the hurricane came 
up, then went to sleep and didn’t awaken 
till 7:00 a. m. the next day. Lot of 
help he would have been. Anyway it 
passed us by and we are now receiving 
the benefits of several days rain. Uni- 
form of the day, boots and raincoats 
that don’t keep off the rain. 

U. S. S. “New. York” is lying out in 
the harbor. Old Barrick is 1st sergeant 
and Micky Finn Gy. Sgt. Got a very 


Rolled Gold 


INSIGNIA 


and 


BUTTONS 
An Ideal Gift 


We suggest a set of rolled - 
gold buttons and insignia 
packed in a special plush 
lined gift box. 


Look for & Send 
| this trade for 
| mark booklet 


43 East I9”St. New Yorko. 


N. MEYER: INC.) 


@ ‘t vour dealer or post exchange e 


MODEL LUNCH 


Best Meals in Southeast 


SERVICE TO 
SERVICE MEN 


OPEN 
ALL NIGHT 


Opposite Marine Barracks 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


EDW. ZUPNIK 
The Chocolate House 
Distributor of 
SCHRAFFTS CHOCOLATES 
FANCY PACKAGES 
BULK BARS 
464 Pennsylvania Avenue 


Washington, D. C. 
Phone Main 5172 


Fj 


We are Ready to Meet Your 
Needs With 


Florsheim Shoes 


Also Expert Shoe Repairing 


S. H. LIPTON 


POST EXCHANGE SHOE SHOP 
Parris Island, South Carolina 
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Gives counts and prices on over 8,000 
different lines of business. No matter 
what your business, in this book you 
will find the number of your prospec- 
tive customers listed. 


Valuable information is also given as to 
how you can use the mails to secure 
orders and inquiries for your products 
or services. 


Write for Your FREE Copy 
R. L. POLK & CO., Detroit, Mich. 
Largest City Directory Publishers in the World 
Mailing List Compilers—Business Statistics 
Producers of Direct Mail Advertising 


ONLY AUTHORIZED 


Harley-Davidson 
DEALER 
IN WASHINGTON, D. C. 
Deal direct with factory 
representatives 


New and used 
Harley-Davidsons 
on hand at all times. 


See our new 1928 model 


Good used Harleys as low 
as $35.00 


EASY TERMS 


H. Addison Bowie 


627 H STREET, N. W. 
PHONE MAIN 278 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


ENGRAVERS 


STATIONERS PRINTERS 


BYCK CO. 


SAVANNAH, GA. 


OFFICE OUTFITTERS 


National Fellowship Club 


DANCES 


Thursday Nights, 9 to 12 
Saturday Nights, 9 to 1 
INFORMAL—ADMISSION /75c 
“The Place to get Acquainted” 
Mai ! G 
Ballroom CITY CLUB 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 
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good looking bunch of soldiers in the 
guard. 

This is a starter and will do better 
next time, as this is on the spur of the 


moment. 
(CERVESO PETE.) 


ITEMS FROM IONA ISLAND 

The thumb is removed from a remote 
corner of the map, and the “Garden of 
Eden” is again exposed! (Just the 
garden.) Post Order No. 9-27 has been 
complied with, and the forbidden fruit 
has not been touched. But they were 
good apples previous to issuance of P. 
O. No. 9-27. 

Old man Jack Frost has made his 
debut, and although the icicles are not 
hanging from the eaves, we have stored 
away our linen knickers. (Page Lou 
Center.) 

Doubtless, the girls who were having 
gay times at Bear Mountain last sum- 
mer, are missing the “boys,” as “Doc” 
Clifford calls us. And, by the way, “Doc” 
is here at present, and every one of us 
are happy to have him at our home. 
May his tribe increase! 

What a time! A novelty at Marine 
Corps dances. Two girls for every fel- 
low, or “Marine,” as General Butler 
would say. Our fall dance was a WOW! 
In spite of our modesty, we must admit 
that. The cuisine was excellent. Thanks 
to “Wee” Willie Ransom. A success in 
every sense of the word. 

The most popular man in the com- 
mand—“Urnie,” the mail clerk—is mur- 
dered daily. Urniarz knows his onions, 
but soon we'll lose him. He has a month 
and a “butt” to do. 

The baseball season ended successfully 
and now the gridiron is hot. The coach 
was greeted by a splendid turnout, and 
we may now be a bit optimistic in 
prophesying that our coming season will 
be a successful one. 

The annual fall dance held at the Ma- 
rine Auditorium on Saturday evening, 
October 15th, 1927, was a huge success 
in every sense of the word. About 100 
guests from the towns nearby and also 
many guests from New York City hon- 
ored us with their presence. Among the 
guests of honor were such service celeb- 
reties as Commander and Mrs. J. S. 
Woods, Captain and Mrs. E. L. Burwell, 
Jr., and Chief Gunner and Mrs. Blossei. 
Of the Depot residents present were Mr. 
and Mrs. W. Hallas and Mr. and Mrs. 
Pascoe. 

Refreshments were served at 10.00 
p. m., and at 12:00 mid., J. B. Mahan’s 
famous West Point Orchestra played the 
sorrowful tune of “Home, Sweet Home.” 
At any rate a good time was had by all, 
and everyone is asking when our next 
dance will be held. 

The Committee: 1st Sgt. B. J. Kurtz, 
general chairman; Cpl. L. Center, in 
charge of music; Cpl. R. J. Covington, 
in charge of decorations; Pfc. H. G. For- 
man, in charge of invitations; Pfe. L. 
Hofmann, in charge of refreshments; 
Pvt. G. A. Miller, Jr., in charge of floor; 
Pvt. A. Simon, in charge of transporta- 
tion. 

All ye Leathernecks watch this column 
for the social and athletic activities of 
this post. Thanks to the efforts of our 
Commanding Officer, E. L. Burwell, Jr., 
and our First Sergeant B. J. Kurtz. 
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We are taking our training at West 
Point now and we'll finish well in two 
weeks, provided the rain doesn’t convert 
the range into a lake. 

As luck would have it, we draw full 
pay each month. We wonder if it’s due 
to the faithful work of our “Top Kick.” 

The map is being laid aside now, 
minus its cobwebs; with the promise 
(or threat) that all of you will read of 
us again. 

May we add that The Leatherneck is 
THE publication at this place. 


Thanx too much; no trouble for the 


bother. 
THE KREW. 


THE MARINE DETACHMENT, U.S. S. 
“HELEN A” 


By C. P. Van Ness 


On reading recent issues of The 
Leatherneck we noticed a great deal about 
the various outfits with the Expedition- 
ary Force and detachments with the Bat- 
tle Fleet. We think it about time to 
bring before the rest of the Corps the 
fact that there are several small but 
active detachments on the gunboats 
operating with the Asiatic Fleet, and 
that they are carrying on with the tra- 
ditional Marine Corps spirit. 

One of these small outfits is stationed 
on the U. S. S. “Helena,” of the South 
China Patrol. The detachment is ably 
commanded by Ist Lieut. Paul A. Lesser, 
seconded by Ist Sgt. William J. Macau- 
ley. Cpl. Andrew is at the present time 
earrying on the duties of Police Set. 
(due to the fact that we have no ser- 
geant at the present writing) in a very 
capable manner. Cpl. Grosskopf and 
Cpl. Van Ness are carrying on the duties 
of watch non-com and company clerk 
and storeroom keeper, respectively. The 
rest of the detachment is made up of 
six first class privates and nineteen pri- 
vates. Our senior first class private is 
Sylvester B. Holmes, commonly known 
as “Bob Wire” throughout the Marine 
Corps. “Bob” says he isn’t shipping over 
again, but we all know better. 

We feel that the detachment has some- 
thing to be proud of in their record for 
small arms firing. The qualification was 
one hundred per cent, with 12 experts, 
12 sharpshooters and three marksmen. 
We also beat the English in a competi- 
tion shoot at the Taikoo range by 48 
points. We are also proud of the fact 
that the “Helena” captured the trophy 
for the gunboat class in short range 
battle practice in which they were ma- 
terially assisted by the Marines who 
man the four three-pounders carried by 
the ship. Private First Class Robert L. 
Bruce captured the coveted title of Gun 
Pointer First Class. 

The “Helena” up to the present time 
has been on the patrol between Canton 
and Hongkong, but is being transferred 
to the Yangtze patrol due to her heavy 
armament. We are all looking forward 
to some exceptionally fine liberties in 
Shanghai and possibly a little excite- 
ment up the river. We are now under- 
going repairs at Taikoo dock in prepa- 
ration for our trip north. We will sail 
on or about the twelfth of this month. 
The “Helena” will be known as the 
White Swan of the Yangtze as she was 
formerly known as the White Swan of 
the Pearl. 
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THE GAZETTE 


Major General J. A. Lejeune, 
Commandant 
Officers last commissioned in the 
grades indicated: 
Col. Wm. H. Pritchett. 
Lt. Col. Harold F. Wirgman, 
Mai. Matthew H. Kingman. 
Capt. Hamilton M. H. Fleming. 
Ist Lt. Evans F. Carlson. 
Officers last to make number in the 
grades indicated: 
Col. Wm. H. Pritchett. 
Lt. Col. Harold F. Wirgman. 
Maj. Egbert T. Lloyd. 
Capt. Hamilton M. H. Fleming. 
ist Lt. Evans F. Carlson. 


MARINE CORPS CHANGES 
October 13, 1927 

Major H. L. Parsons, ordered from MB, 
Quantico, Va., to special temporary duty 
beyond the seas with the Third Brigade, 
China, via the U. S. A. T. “Thomas” 
scheduled to sail from San Francisco, Calif., 
on or about November 2nd, 

Second Lt. W. Thompson, ordered from 
MB, Quantico, Va., to special temporary 
duty beyond the se as with the Third Brigade, 
China, via the i & 
scheduled to sail from San Francisco, Calif., 
on or about November 2nd. 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. C. A. Lloyd, on November 
ist detached MB, Parris Island, S. C., to 
MB, Quantico, Va. 

October 14, 1927 

No changes were announced. 
October 15, 1927 

No changes were announced. 
October 17, 1927 

No changes were announced. 
October 18, 1927 

Captain R. C. Thaxton, on October 19th 
detached Headquarters Marine Corps, Wash- 
ington, D. C., to MD, U. 8S. 8S. “‘Saratoga."’ 

Ist Lt. A. L. Johnson, resignation accepted. 

2nd Lt. V. J. McCaul, detached MB, NS, 
New Orleans, La., to MD, U. 8. 8S. “Sara- 
toga.” 

October 19, 1927 

Captain R. W. Peard, detached Fifth Regi- 
ment, Nicaragua, to Guardia Nacional, Nica- 
ragua, 

Captain J. M. Swinnerton, on November 20, 
1927, detached Recruiting District of Atlanta, 
Atlanta, Ga., to Fifth Regiment, Nicaragua. 

2nd Lt. R. E. Hopper, detached MB, _— 
tico, Va., to MB, NAS, Lakehurst, N. 

2nd Lt. R. H. McDowell, det BK, “MB, 
Quantico, Va., to MB, NYd, New York, N. Y. 

2nd Lt. T. G. McFarland, detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to MB, NAS, Pensacola, Fla. 

2nd Lt. C.'G. Wadbrook, detached’ MB. 
NAS, Lakehurst, N. J., to Fifth Regiment, 
Nicaragua, via the U. S. S. “Nitro,’’ sched- 
uled to sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or 
about November Ist. 
October 20, 1927 

Major E. M. Reno, assigned additional duty 
as OIC, Recruiting District of Los Angeles, 
Los Angeles, California. 

Major L. B. Stephenson, assigned to duty 
as CO, Third Regiment, Reserve, San Fran- 
cisco, Calif. 

Captain W. W. Aiken, detached Recruit- 
ing District of Los Angeles, Los Angeles, 
California, to Fifth Regiment, Nicaragua. 

2nd Lt. <" H. Lamson-Scribner, detached 
NAS, NOB, San Diego, Calif., to Observation 
Squadron Seven, Nicaragua, 

October 21, 1927 
No changes were announced. 
October 22, 1927 

Colonel J. C. Beaumont, on November Ist 
detached Headquarters Marine Corps, Wash- 
ington, D. C., to duty as Fleet Marine Officer 
and aide on the staff of the CinC, United 
States Fleet, U. S. S. “Texas.” 

Ist Lt. B. W. Atkinson, Jr., assigned to 
duty at MCB, NOB, San Diego, California. 

2nd Lt. P. A. Shieble r, onl to duty 
at MCB, NOB, San Diego, California. 

Mar. Gnr. F. O. Brown, on November Ist 
detached MB, NYd, New York, N. Y., to MD, 
NP, NYd, Portsmouth, N. H 
October 24, 1927 

Major F. A. Gardener, AA&I, on or before 
November ist detached MB, Parris Island, 
to duty as CO, MB, NYd, Charleston, 


2nd Lt. B. F. Kaiser, ordered from MB, 
NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to special temporary 
duty beyond the seas with the Third Brigade, 
China, via the U. S. A. T. “Thomas,”’ sched- 


uled to sail from San Francisco, Calif., on of 
about November 3rd. 


October 25, 1927 

Major F. A. Gardener, detail as an Assist- 
ant Adjutant and Inspector revoked. 

Chf. Qm. Clk. D. L. Forde, detached Head- 
quarters Department of the Pacific, San 
Francisco, Calif., to Headquarters Marine 
Corps, Washington, D. C. 

Chf. Mar. Gnr. C. A. Johnson, detached 
MD, NP, NYd, Portsmouth, N. H., to Gen- 
darmerie d’ Haiti, via the S. S. “‘Cristobal,”’ 
scheduled to sail from New York, N. Y., on 
or about November 15th. 

Mar. Gnr. C. A. Pennington, detached MB, 
NS, Cavite, P. L, to the United States on 
report of medical survey via the U. S. A. T. 
“Thomas,"’ which arrived at San Francisco 
Calif., on October 19th. 

The following named officers were relieved 
from special temporary duty beyond the seas 
with the Third Brigade and ordered to the 
United States on report of medical survey 
via the U. S. A. T. “Thomas,” which ar- 
rived at San Francisco, Calif., on October 19: 

Captain J. H. McGan, Captain P. Conachy, 
2nd Lieut. J. C. Burger, 2nd Lieut. W. W. 
Benson, Mar. Gnr. W. Keogh. 

October 26, 1927 


Captain B. M. Coffenberg, on November 
23rd detached MB, NYd, New York, N. Y., 
to Recruiting District of New York, N. Y. 

Ist Lt. C. H. MeCullough, detached head- 
quarters Marine Corps, Washington, D. C. 
to MB, NYd, New York, N, Y. 

2nd Lt. T. J. McQuade, detached Fifth 
tegiment, Nicaragua, to AS, ECEF, MB, 
Quantico, Va. 

2nd Lt. E. H. Salzman, detached MB, 
NYd, Boston, Mass., to Fifth Regiment, Nica- 
ragua, via the U. S. S. “Nitro,’’ scheduled to 
sail from Hampton Roads, Va., on or about 
November Ist. 

2nd Lt. P. A. Shiebler, assigned to duty 
at MCB, NOB, San Diego, Calif. 

The following named officers were relieved 
from special temporary duty beyond the seas 
with the Third Brigade and ordered to the 
United States on report of medical survey 
via the U. 8S. 8S. “Henderson” which sailed 
from Manila, P. L, on October 20th: 

Captain E. B. Hammond, Captain L. W. 
Putnam. 

October 27, 1927 

2d Lt. K. L. Moses, on or about December 

14th detached First Brigade, Haiti, to MB, 


Boston, Mass., authorized delay month 
en route. 3 
2nd Lt. W. C. Purple , NS, 


Cavite, P. L, to the Unite port 
i er- 
Oc- 


Observa- 
to AS, 


son’’ which sailed from 
tober 20th. 

2nd Lt. J. C. 
tion Squadron 
ECEF, MB 
October 28, 

No changes Ounced. 
Octobe 


efe announced. 
Cc 


. Ward, relieved from detail 

nt Paymaster. 

R. Whitman, relieved from 
orary duty beyond the seas with 
China, and ordered to 

NYd, New York, 
R. L. Griffin, on November 2nd 
MB, NAS, Pensacola, Fla., to AS, 

sy MB, Quantico, Va. Authorized to 
wen route until November 14th. 


ber 1, 1927 


J. P. Willcox, relieved from special 


wrary duty with the Third Brigade, 

China, and ordered to return to duty at MB, 
NS, Cavite, P. IL. 

Captain W. T. H. Galliford, assigned to 
duty with the MD, U. S. S. “Pittsburgh.” 

Captain J. D. McLean, relieved from 
special temporary duty with the Third Brig- 
ade, China, and ordered to return to duty 
Quantico, Va. 
ptain E. J. Mund, relieved from special 
orary duty with the Third Brigade, 
a, and ordered to return to duty at MB, 
Cavite, P. 

Lt. W. O. Brice, relieved from special 
orary duty with the Third Brigade, 
a, and ordered to duty in the Depart- 
of the Pacific. 
Lt. F. IL. Fenton, relieved from special 
orary duty with the Third Brigade, 
la, detached MB, Parris Island, S. C., 
ordered to duty in the Department of 
Pacific. 
Lt. W. P. Leutze, detached MB, NY4d, 
lk, Va., to MB, NYd, Philadelphia, Pa. 
Lt. E. W. Ojerholm, detached MB, 
Boston, Mass., to Fitzsimmons Gen- 
Hospital, Denver, Colo., for treatment, 


1 Mo Western Recruiting Division for ad- 


purposes. 


CLEAN your rifle’s or pistol’s bore 
with Hoppe’s No. 9. Shines it 
bright as new—prevents RUST. 
Contains no abrasive. Not made 
with acids. Maintains best shoot- 
ing and inspection condition, saves 
ou work. Long recommended by 
te S. War Dept., and by former 
shooting! nstructor U.S. Marines. 
By government test pronounced 
unfailing preventive of after cor- 
rosion. At the Post Exchange. 


FRANK A. HOPPE, Inc. 
Phila., Pa. 


Send 10¢ in 
stamps for sample 2319 N. 8th St., 


We Serve 
PARRIS ISLAND MARINES 
With Their Soft Drinks 


Their Trade Is Appreciated 


PARRIS ISLAND 
BOTTLING CO. 


Phone North 8094 


All kinds of furniture repairing 
and UPHOLSTERING 


CHAIR CANING 


Reed work of all kinds 
DIXON & CO. 


616 FRANKLIN STREET, N. E. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


NON-COM LIQUID 
POLISH 


For Cleaning and Burnishing 
Service Ornaments Buttons 
Buckles Slides 
Price, 35 cents 
Especially adapted to the needs of 
all Branches of the Service 
Prepared hy 
F. P. WELLER, Druggist 
Cor. 8th and I Sts. S. E. 
Washington, D. C. 


W. Edward Frazier 


BUTTER 
EGGS AND CHEESE 
SELECT CANNED GOODS 


31-51 Eastern Market 


Phone Lincoln 3000 
Washington, D. C. 
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The Bank that 


makes you a 
Loan with a 
Smile. 


THE 
MORRIS 
PLA 


Easy to Pay 
Monthly 
Deposit 
For 12 
Months 


$10.00 
$15.00 
$20.00 
$25.00 

$360 $30.00 

$540 $45.00 
$1,200 $100.00 
$6,000 $500.00 


THE MORRIS 
PLAN BANK 


Under Supervision U. 8. Treasury 
H STREET N. W. 


Loan 
$120 
$180 
$240 
$300 


W. L. BEALE 


Full Line of Domestic and Imported 


Groceries 


Fresh Meats 
Fruits and Vegetables 


QUANTICO, VA. 


SALTED 


ALMONDS 
PECANS 


PROOUCTS 
ADAMS 9486 
7141 GEORGIA AVE. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 
All Kinds of Salted Nut Meats—delivered 
Toasted Day of Delivery 
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THE LEATHERNECK 


November 2, 1927 

Major C. F, B. Price, detached MD, AL, 
Peking, China, to MB, Quantico, Va., for 
duty on the Staff of the Marine Corps 
Schools. 

Captain W. G. Farrell, promotes to Cap- 
tain with rank from April 14, 1927 

Captain H. Hardy, APM, on December Ist 
detached Office of the Assistant Paymaster, 
Atlanta, Ga., to Headuarters Marine Corps, 
Washington, D. C. 

Captain J. E. Reich, on November 15th 
detached Headquarters Marine Corps, Wash- 
am D. C., to Office of the Assistant Pay- 
maste Atlanta, Ga, 

( ‘hf, Pay Clk. E. L. detached MB, 
NS, Cavite, P. IL, to of the 


Claire, 
Department 


November 3, 1927 

No changes were 
November 4, 1927 

Captain E. L. Pelletier, detached MB, NYd, 
Mare Island, Calif., to MCB, NOB, San 
Diego, Calif 

ist Lt. L. A. Haslup, detached Fifth Regi- 
ment, Nicaragua, to Recruit District of 
Charlotte, Charlotte, N. C. 

Ist Lt. C. F. Schilt, detached MB, 
tico, Va., to Observation Squadron 
Nicaragua. 

Chf. QM. Clk. C, Wald, detached MB, NS, 
St. Thomas, V. L, to MB, NYd, Norfolk, Va. 
November 5, 1927 

No changes were 
November 7, 1927 

No changes wer: 
November 8, 1927 

ist Lt. B. W. Atkinson, 
NOB, San. Diego, Calif., to MB, 


announced. 


Quan- 
Seven, 


announced. 
announced 


detached MCB, 
NAS, San 


December 
to MB, 


ist Lt. H. T. Nicholas, 
Ist detached MD, U. 8S. 8S, “Denver” 
NAD, St. Julien’s Creek, Va 

ist Lt. E. Savage, detached Recruiting 
District of Charlotte, Charlotte, N. C., to 
Fifth Regiment, Nicaragua, via the 8S. 8. 
“Ecuador” scheduled to sail from New York, 
N. Y., on or about December 3rd. 

2nd Lt. F. K. Clements, Jr., detached MB, 
Quantico, Va., to MD, U. 8. s. “Lexington.” 
November 9, 1927 

Captain J. G. Ward, on November 10th 
detach tie adquarters "Marine Corps, Ww ash- 
ingt MD, U. S. S. ‘Lexington.’ 

ist Lavlett, detached Fifth 


Reg t. 9 gua, to Headquarters, Ma- 
rin : meton, D. C., for treat- 
thes Hospital, Washington, 


dD. C 


lst Life 
with the } 


Farr, ay B., Houston, 
Diego 
George E., at 
MB, San Diego. 
at Quanti 
MB, Quantico. 
Jackson, Charles R., 
MB, San Diego. 
Rolfe, Ward A., at Buffalo, 9-6- 
Parris Island 
Sharp, Saville E., at 
MB, Great Lakes 
Cassidy, Charles, at Philadelphia, 
for MB, Philadelphia. 
Goff, J. D., at Parris Island, 9-9-27, B 
Parris Island. 4 
Hartkopt, Albert C., at Port au Princélammae 
27. for Port au Prince. res 
Maynard, Ray R., at Quantico, 9-13-27,"Tor 
MB, Quantico 


about 


assigned to duty 
‘ramento.”’ 


Gage, 


at Detro 


Detroit, 9 


Tobin, William H., Portsmouth, 9-12-27, for 
MB, Portsmouth 

Kane, James P., at Pittsburgh, 9-3-27, for 
MB, NYD, Washington, D. C. 


Elwick, Noah T., at Kansas City, 9-1-3 “i for 


MCB, San Diego, 


Kincade, tobert S., at Kansas City, 


for MB, San Diego. oe 
Chambers, Madison, at Atlanta, 9-3- 4 r 

MB, Parris Island. ’ 
Motley, Theodore, at Portland, 8-29-2 for 

MCB, San Diego. 9 
Cox, Reynolds C., at Puget Sound, 8 . 


for NYD, Puget Sound. 
Miller, Matthew H., at Hampton 
9-3-27, for Hampton Roads. 
Taliman, Albert C., at Quantico, 9-5- 
MB, Quantico. 
Elmer A., at Pittsburgh, 9-8- 
MB, Norfolk. 
Peoples, Frederick L., at Washington, 
for Hdqrs., Washington. 
Baker, George, at Chicago, 9-2-27, cite. 
Parris Island. 
Danko, Jacob J., at Kansas City, 9-6 
MB, San Diego. i t 


Ewing, 
M 


Zone 10 Nov., 


eton Roads 16 


~ Nov., leave 2 Dec.; 


Decem ber, 1927 


Young, William at 9-3-27, for 
MB, Parris Yslan 

Batchelor, Luther Atlanta, 9-7-27, 
for MB, Quantico. 

McCord, Albert A., at Norfolk, 9-8-27, for 
MB, New Orleans. 
Allen, Walter O., at New York, 9-14-27, for 
MB, Parris Island. 
Musick, Jack W., at Kansas 
MB, San Diego. 
Miller, Claude M., at Kansas City, 9-12-27, 
for MB, Great Lakes. 

McFarland, Hugh B., at San Francisco, 9-7- 
27, for MB, San Diego. 

Schneider, William A., at Los Angeles, 9-8- 
27, for MB, San Diego. 


City, 9-7-27, for 


RECENT GRADUATES OF THE MARINE 
a CORPS INSTITUTE 


Staff Sergeant Lester M. Hodges—Steno- 
graphic Secretarial. 

Corporal Paul J. Dahl—Aeroplane Engines, 

Corporal William T. Davin—Complete Shop 
Practice. 

Corporal Albert P. 
Clerk. 

Corporal Josaphat St. Germain—Dairying. 

Private Ist Class Vere A. Douglas—Car- 
penter’s Special. 

Private lst Class Charles M. Kolbert—Rail- 
way Postal Clerk. 

Private Ist Class Herman L. 
mobile Electric. 

Private ist Class Arnold C. McPike—Com- 
plete Automobile. 

Private lst Class John J. Rausch—Re 


Maltz—Railway Postal 


Lay—Auto- 


2sading 


Architects’ Blue Prints, 

Trumpeter Tony Gurski—Railway Postal 
Clerk. 

Private Joseph E. Carr—Complete Gas 
Engines. 

Private William C. Hendricks—General 
Clerical Course. 

Private Edgar B. Walker—C. S. General 


Clerical. 


NAVAL TRANSPORTS 


CHAU MONT—Arrived Shanghai 28 Oc- 
tober. Operating temporarily with the 
Asiatic Fleet. 

HENDERSON—Sailed Guam 30 October 
for Honolulu. Due Honolulu 10 November, 


leave 11 November; arrive San Francisco 19 
November. Will proceed to the Navy Yard 
Mare Island for overhaul. 
KITTERY—Arrived San Juan 7 November. 
Scheduled to leave San Juan 7 Nov.; arrive 
St. Thomas 8 Nov., leave § Nov.: arrive 


Hampton Roads 13 November. Will leave 
Hampton Roads 30 November for Cape Hai- 
tien, Port au Prince and Guantanamo on the 
following itinerary: Arrive Cape Haitien 56 
Dec., leave 6 Dec.; arrive Port au Prince 7 
Dec., leave 10 Dec.; arrive Guantanamo ll 
Dec., leave 12 Dec.; arrive Hampton Roads 
17 December. 

NITRO—Arrived Guantanamo 5 November, 
sailed Guantanamo 5 November for Canal 
Zone, due Canal Zone 8 Nov., teave 11 Nov.; 
arrive San Diego 21 Nov., leave 25 Nov.; ar- 
rive San Pedro 26 Nov., leave 26 Nov.; ar- 
rive Mare Island 28 Nov., leave 12 Dec.; ar- 
rive San Pedro 13 Dec., leave 17 Dec.; arrive 
San Diego 17 Dec., leave 20 Dec.; arrive Mare 
Islad 22 December. 

RAMAPO—Sailed San Pedro 27 Oct. for 
Canal Zone. Due Canal Zone 8 November, 
leave 9 November; arrive Charleston 16 Nov., 


leave 29 Nov.; arrive Canal Zone 6 Dec., 
leave 8 Dec.; arrive San Pedro 20 Dec. 


SALINAS—Arrived New York Yard 17 Oc- 
tober for overhaul. Date of completion 30 
November. 

SAPELO—Sailed Key West 5 November for 
Port Arthur. Due Port Arthur 8 November, 
leave 9 November; arrive Hampton Roads 16 
November, leave 18 November for Norfolk 
Yard. 

SIRIUS—Sailed San Diego 29 October for 
the East Coast via Corinto and the Canal 
Zone on the following itinerary: Arrive 
Corinto 7 Nov., leave 7 Nov.; arrive Canal 
leave 12 Nov.; arrive Hampton 
Roads 21 Nov., leave 8 Dec.; arrive Phila- 
delphia 9 Dec., leave 15 Dec.; arrive New 
York 16 Dec., leave 27 Dec. 

VEGA—Arrived Brooklyn, Nov., 
scheduled to leave New York 8 Nov.; arrive 
Boston 9 Nov., leave 14 Nov.; arrive Hamp- 
Nov. Will leave Hampton 
Roads 22 November for the West Coast on 
the following itinerary: Arrive Guantanamo 
26 Nov., leave 26 Nov.; arrive Port au Prince 
27 Nov., leave 27 Nov.; arrive Coco Solo 30 
arrive Corinto 5 Dee. 


leave 5 Dec.;: arrive San Diego 13 Dec., leave 
15 Dec.; arrive San Pedro 16 Dec. leave 16 
~ Dec.; arrive Mare Island 18 Dec., leave 28 


Dec.; arrive Bremerton 31 Dec. 
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December, 1927 


BRAZOS—Arrived Guantanamo 3 Novem- 
ber. Will proceed to Hampton Roads. 

BRIDGE—Arrived Hampton Roads 24 Oc- 
tober. 1-30 November based on Hampton 
Roads. 

ARCTIC—Arrived Mare Island 28 October. 
Will leave Mare Island 7 November; arrive 
San Francisco 7 Nov., leave 12 Nov.; arrive 
San Pedro 14 Nov.; arrive San Diego 15 Nov.., 
leave 20 Nov.; arrive San Pedro 21 Nov., 
leave 23 Nov.; arrive Mare Island 25 Nov. 

CUYAMA—At Bremerton undergoing over- 


haul. 

KANAWHA—Sailed Gulf of Fonseca 4 
November for Canal Zone. Due Canal Zone 
8 Nov., leave 11 Nov.; arrive San Pedro 23 
Nov., leave 23 Nov.; arrive San Diego 23 
Nov 

NECHES—Arrived San Diego 22 Oct. Will 
leave San Pedro about 26 November for 
Canal Zone. 

PECOS—Arrived Cavite 3 Nov. 


TENTATIVE SAILINGS 


HENDERSON—From Honolulu to San 
Francisco, 11 November. 

KITTERY—From itampton Roads to West 
Indies, 30 November. 

NITRO—From Canal Zone to West Coast, 
11 November. 

RAMAPO—From Charleston, S. C., to San 
Pedro, 29 November. 

SAPELO—From Port Arthur to Hampton 
Roads, 9 November. 

VEGA—From New York to Boston, 8 No- 
vember. 

VEGA—From Boston to Hampton Roads, 
15 November. 

VEGA—From Hampton toads to West 
Coast, 22 November. 


DEATHS 

STRUDER, Charles 0O., Pvt., accidentally 
drowned October 3, 1927, at Guantanamo 
Bay, Cuba. Next of kin: Mr. James Stru- 
der, father, Route No. 4, Alexandria, Va. 

MISKELL, James F., Ist Sgt., died October 
30, 1927, in China. Next of kin: Mr. Robert 
F. Miskell, father, Beaver Lick, Ky. 

BARTON, Wayne A., Pvt., died October 31, 
1927, of disease, in China. Next of kin: 
Mrs. Mary E. Boyd, mother, 1744 East 16th 
Street, Portland, Oregon. 

ALTEMUS, George F., QM. Sgt., retired, 
died October 18, 1927, of disease, at Wash- 
ington, D. C. Next of kin: Mrs. Anna M. 
Altemus, wife, No. 6 8th Street, S. E., 
Washington, D. C. 


A LIST OF SERGEANTS MAJOR AR. 
RANGED ACCORDING TO SENIORITY 
NOVEMBER 4, 1927 


Name. Date of Appointment 


1. Dorney, Thomas May 28, 1917 

2. Doll, Joseph L. December 10, 1917 
3. East, Lloyd 8. January 23, 1918 
4. Leonard, Joseph J. February 11, 1918 
5. Barde, Elmer E. February 28, 1918 
6. Moore, Lacey April 12, 1918 

7. Rice, Loyd B. April 24, 1918 

8. Hayes, Charles J. June 5, 1918 

9. McCue, John D. June 13, 1918 

10. Proctor, Clarence B. September 10, 1918 
11. Ball, Marvin T. September 15, 1918 
12. Grey, Charles E. October 14, 1918 
13. Cartier, Leo P. November 18, 1918 
14. Fliey, Alexander J. February 1, 1919 
15. Wilcox, Edward February 11, 1919 
16. Larn, Horace April 12, 1919 

7. Spencer, Herbert O. April 18, 1919 

18. Miller, Gilbert R. May 28, 1919 

19. Schneider, Oliver M. August 5, 1919 

20. Little, Oscar J. September 5, 1919 
21. Arbogast, Owen October 9, 1919 
22. Lang, Arthur J. October 27, 1919 
23. Dean, Samuel C., Jr. November 1, 1919 
24. Swift, Edwin O. December 27, 1919 
25. McCarty, Edward P. December 29, 1919 
26. Alexander, Leland H. December 30, 1919 
27. Smith, Bugene F. January 2, 1920 
28. Metzger, Maximilian January i6, 1920 
29. McCallum, Charles P. January 27, 1920 
30. Bassett, Wilfred E. February 20, 1920 
31. Blake, Lee April 29, 1920 

32. Dwyer, Dominick May 1, 1920 

33. Kloth, Henry F. July 3, 1920 

34. Loudenslager, Cliff R. December 6, 1920 
35. Hunter, Charles H. October 17, 1921 
36. Pryor, Hurshel D. August 30, 1924 
37. Svenson, Carl October 1, 1925 

38. Rothstein, Nathan April 5, 1926 

39. Hanford, Chester O. July 30, 1926 

40. Shoush, Frank February 28, 1927 
41. Lough, Cecil C. March 21, 1927 

42. Dininger, Henry F. April 21, 1927 

43. Krieger, Edgar C. April 25, 1927 

44. Gough. George E. May 9, 1927 

45. Franklin, Joseph J. June 17, 1927 

46. DeBoo, Michael July 2, 1927 


geants. 


Next month a list of Quartermaster Ser- 
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MARINE CORPS LEAGUE 


Continued from page 25 


ing here in order to keep the boys to- 
gether, even though the membership is 
not as great as could be desired. 

First Sergeant C. Davis of the recruit- 
ing station continues to give us excel- 
lent cooperation in every way possible 
and is always ready to assist in any way 
possible with never a growl. He has 
taken charge of the refreshment end of 
the meetings with great success and also 
is acting in the capacity of Officer of 
the Day at the opening ceremonies of 
the meetings. He has also been duly 
elected as an official delegate to the Na- 
tional Convention along with the entire 
staff of officers. An auto caravan will 
form in Pittsburgh on the 3rd of Novem- 
ber and drive to Erie. 

We extend cordial invitations to all 
members of other detachments, Marines 
in the regular service and ex-Marines 
to look us up at 601 Foreland Avenue, 
Pittsburgh, Pa., whenever they may be 
in town. 

We have continued our policy of en- 
deavoring to place ex-Marines out of 
employment in satisfactorily paying po- 
sitions and only last week we placed a 
certain ex-Marine in a good job, he be- 
ing a member of another detachment in 
good standing. He has promised to 
join our detachment if he permanently 
locates here. The employment end of 
the local detachment is handled also by 
First Sergeant Davis. 

The semi-monthly meeting of the 
League was held Monday, October 10, 
and was well attended. Two prominent 
speakers were, “Doc” Farmer, formerly 
of the Fifth Regiment overseas, and Mr. 
Olbum, an ex-service man. After the 
speeches movies were shown, and re- 
freshments were served by the League’s 
chief steward, Top-Kick Davis. 

With R. W. Hinkel as Commandant, 
William Wilson as Vice-Commandant, 
Wm. Bierer as Adjutant and Matthew 
Nitkiewicz as Chief of Staff, and Com- 
rade Wagner acting as Chaplain we have 
a very efficient staff. But I forgot to 
mention our “ever on the elert” Pay- 
master, Qm. Sgt. (Pay Dept.) William 
McConnell, U. M. C. R., and believe me 
he is sure a real sure fire, go-getter, 
when it comes to raking in the shekels 
and stowing them away in the bag. To 
get money out of him you have got to 
have the signatures of all of the offi- 
cers of the detachment on your voucher 
or else he will think that you are a burg- 
ler. With his extensive experience in 
the Marine Corps Pay Department, and 
his present connection with one of the 
local steel company’s auditing depart- 
ment, Mac is sure one real paymaster 
to have, 

Taking it all in all, we do not wish 
to brag, but we can say that we do not 
have to take back water from any other 
ex-service organization when it comes 
to being on deck with the goods. We 
hope to play an important part in the 
coming Armistice Day parade and ex- 
pect to have a large turnout in the Ma- 
rine section. 

Our regards and best wishes to all 
other detachments. 

MATTHEW NITKIEWICZ, 
Chief of Staff. 


Let’s 
Get 
Hardboiled 


YOU want your money’s 
worth! Chloroil can givé 
it to you! 

Chloroil Solvent will 
positively prevent after- 
corrosion and it is the 
only cleaning agent that 
will do so safely. Sec- 
ondly, ONE application 
is plenty— you don’t 
waste elbow grease; and lastly it costs 
but 35c! What more do you want? 

At your Post Exchange or send 35c 
direct to 


Gun Cleaning Headquarters 


Conversion Products Corporation 
612 S. Delaware Ave., Philadelphia, Pa. 


HOTEL ROOSEVELT. 


Sixteenth Street at V and W., N. W. 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Transient rooms and house- 
keeping suites at very reason- 
able rates. 


Dining room service both a la 
carte and table d’hote. 


Tennis courts, commissary 
drug store, barber shop, 
beauty parlor, gown shop, 
garage, etc., in connection. 


Wardman management 
Frank B, Banks, Mgr. 


Jos. A. Wilner & Co. 


Custom Tailors 


Marine and Navy Uniforms 
and 


Up-to-date Civilian Clothes 
Tailored to Order 


EIGHTH & G STREETS, N. W. 
WASHINGTON, D. c. 


JAMES GOOD, INC. 


ESTABLISHED 1868 
MANUFACTURING CHEMISTS 


Soaps, Disinfectants, Insecticides 
Pharmaceutical Preparations 


KENSING STATION 
PHILADELPHIA 
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NEXT TIME YOU ARE IN 
WASHINGTON 


—Drop in at Saks! 


So conveniently locate d— 
right at Pennsylvania Ave. 
and 7th. 

So able to serve you—Wash- 
ington’s largest store for men 
and boys. 

So well-prepared with all the 
newest Fall and Winter styles 
—with extraordinary value in 
each individual offering! 


SUITS—TOPCOATS 
OVERCOATS—SHOES 
HATS—FURNISHINGS 


For Men and Boys 


Saks 


Pennsylvania Ave. at 7th 


CARDEN’S 


Successor to Marine Pharmacy 


QUANTICO, VA. 


Drug Sundries 
and Patent Medicines 


Victrolas 
and Victor Records 


Developing 
Printing 


SODAS CANDIES 


ARLINGTON MEMORIALS 


executed in our PLANT. 
Best of workmanship and material. 
Prices reasonable. 
Finished memorials on display. 
WASHINGTON 
GRANITE MONUMENTAL CO. 


448 New York Ave. N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 


THE MARINE CORPS RESERVE 


Continued from page 10 


Service Required—Former Officers 

Article 13-25-6 (e). The applicant to 
be considered as being eligible due to 
having once held a commission must 
have had at least three months active 
service as an officer, or in lieu of this 
in the case of a Reserve or National 
Guard officer, he must have had at least 
60 days training under his commission, 
normally of course this would mean four 
camps of instruction of 15 days each. 

Student Clause 

This clause of the above article per- 
mits the appointment of young men 
under 25 years of age, who hold a B. A., 
B. S., or C. E. degree. It is considered 
that these qualifications are the only 
ones suitable for line duty and therefore 
othey degrees are not considered as 
qualifying under this article. Those 
coming under this clause are also re- 
quired to certify that they will qualify 
professionally by taking the correspond- 
ence school course before their commis- 
sion is issued. 

Regulations are Strictly Adhered to 

The thing to consider of primary im- 
portance when recommending or en- 
couraging an applicant is: Does he pos- 
sess the qualifications prescribed in the 
Marine Corps Manual? If not he should 
not be recommended, as it only en- 
courages the prospective reserve officer 
to build hopes that later must result in 
disappointment. 

Reason for the Reserve 

The Reserve is a war-time instrument, 
in war only is it used, and regulations 
for appointment of officers are drawn up 
with this in view. The need will be for 
young officers, active and well trained, of 
the proper age for second lieutenants to 
be assigned duty as platoon leaders, and 
it would be the ideal if all Reserve offi- 
cers could be in this class. There is 
the necessity for promotion, and officers 
get older, but it is possible to have the 
majority of the proper age, if care is 
taken to recommend only those who first 
of all are young enough to meet the 
requirements. 


CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL 
COURSES 
(Enlisted Men Fleet Reserve) 
Under a recent order a limited num- 
ber of enlisted men of the Fleet Reserve 
attached to Fleet Reserve Companies 
are permitted to enroll in the Infantry 
Basic Correspondence School course at 
the Marine Corps Schools. These men 
must be young enough when enrolled to 
have sufficient time to complete the 
course before being barred by age from 
receiving a reserve commission. They 
must also possess the educational quali- 
fications as required for a commission 
and submit to the Commanding Officer, 
Marine Corps Schools, evidence of this 
qualification. 


308TH COMPANY, FLEET MARINE 
CORPS RESERVE 

The Commanding Officer, Southern Re- 

serve Area, has been authorized to or- 

ganize the 308th Company, Fleet Marine 


Corps Reserve at Richmond, Va. Cap- 
tain Nimmo Old, Jr., a former regular 
officer, has been interested in the com- 
pany since the reorganization of the Re- 
serves, and has obtained the use of the 
Naval Militia Armory for quarters. It 
is understood that the organization is 
progressing in a suitable manner and a 
high type of men are being enlisted, all 
of whom possess the qualifications de- 
sired. 


ENLISTMENT OF VOLUNTEER IN 
FLEET RESERVE COMPANIES 

The intention in permitting the enlist- 
ment of 33 privates, Volunteer Marine 
Corps Reserve in Fleet Companies was 
to permit these organizations to have a 
waiting list of men at least partially 
trained who would be available to fill 
vacancies in the Fleet Reserve as they 
occurred in the Company. These men 
(Voluntear) were expected to ajsttend 
drills, camp, ete., and be ready and 
anxious for a transfer to the Fleet Re- 
serve and a drill pay status. Men should 
not be enlisted in the Fleet Reserve for 
service with a company, when that unit 
has men on its volunteer list. 

In enlisting men the Company Com- 
mander should consider the cost of uni- 
form, equipment, etc., waste in this pre- 
vents an additional company being au- 
thorized. 


ENLISTMENT OF MEMBERS OF 
OTHER MILITARY ORGANIZA- 
TIONS IN THE MARINE CORPS 

RESERVE 
Members of the National Guard, Army 

Reserve or R. O. T. C. should not be en- 

listed in the Marine Corps Reserve. 


RESERVE. ACTIVITIES. IN NEW 
YORK 


A provisional battalion composed of 
the 303rd Company, F. M. C. R., Cap- 
tain Philip DeRonde, and the 304th Com- 
pany, F. M. C. R., First Lieutenant 
Frank V. McKinless, Jr., and commanded 
by Captain Philip DeRonde, F. M. C. R., 
participated in the Military Tournament 
held at the New Madison Square Gar- 
den, New York City. The Battalion 
gave an exhibition drill as part of the 
program on the evening of October 18th 
and 20th, and received very favorable 
comment. 

On Thursday evening, October 27th, 
Navy Day, these two companies par- 
ticipated in a review and inspection as 
part of the First and Second Battalion, 
New York Naval Militia on board the 
U. S. S. “Illinois” and at Brooklyn Ar- 
mory respectively. 

On November 10th a review and in- 
spection on board the “Illinois” will be 
held by the 303rd, 304th Companies, the 
reviewing officer will be Colonel Newt 
D. Hall, U. S. M. C. 


THE RESERVE OFFICERS 
ASSOCIATION 
The October dinner of the Reserve 
Officers’ Association of Greater New 
York was held in the Grill Room of the 
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Army and Navy Club, 30 West 44th 
Street, New York City, Wednesday even- 
ing, October 12. 

After the dinner a smoker was held 
in the Board of Governors room, and 
Captain Philip DeRonde, as president of 
the local chapter of the Reserve Officers’ 
Association, presented a handsome wrist 
watch to First Lieutenant T. J. Kil- 
course, the former Adjutant of the 
Regiment, who had received orders to 
proceed to Nicaragua on the S. S. “Co- 
lombia,” sailing October 23rd. 

Captain Sydney D. Sugar was elected 
President of the local chapter to succeed 
Captain DeRonde who was relieved of 
this responsibility due to the fact that 
he had been elected president of the 
National Association. 


SOUTHERN RESERVE AREA 


Colonel W. H. Pritchett, U. S. M. C., 
arrived in New Orleans and assumed 
command of the Southern Reserve Area 
in addition to his duties as Officer in 
Charge, Southern Recruiting Division, 
on October 8, 1927. 

Captain C. D. Sniffin, U. S. M. C., re- 
mains on duty at Reserve Area Head- 
quarters as assistant to the Reserve 
Area Commander and Commanding Offi- 
cer, 3rd Battalion, 8th Reserve Regi- 
ment. 


EFFICIENCY GUIDON 

The Efficiency Guidon won by ‘the 
310th Company, Fleet Marine Corps Re- 
serve, New Orleans, La., while at the 
training camp, Marine Barracks, Quan- 
tico, Va., was formally presented to the 
company by the Mayor of New Orleans, 
during the Navy Day parade October 27. 

This organization deserves’ great 
credit for the showing made at Quan- 
tico. The newest organized company of 
the Fleet Reserve, having had very lit- 
tle opportunity to drill or train at their 
home station, snapped into it and car- 
ried off the honors in competition with 
seven older organizations. This record 
was possible by the high standard of the 
personnel and by the great interest they 
took in their work. 

Second Lieutenant A. A. Watters, F. 
M. C. R., is commanding officer of this 
company with Second Lieutenant Eugene 
Diboll acting as company officer. 


WEEK-END CRUISE 

A detachment of the 310th Company, 
of fifteen men, commanded by Second 
Lieutenant Walter J. Barnes, U. S. M. 
C. R., took part in a week-end cruise of 
the local Naval Reserve on the U. S. S. 
“Eagle, No. 36,” from New Orleans to 
Donaldsonville, La., where a State fair 
was being held. 

First Sergeant Kenneth M. King, of 
the 310th Company, has found it neces- 
sary for business reasons to move to 
McCombe, Mississippi, where he is en- 
tering a contracting engineering firm 
with his brother. The officers and men 
of the 310th Company regret to lose 
the services and association of Sergeant 
King and wish him success in his new 
venture. 
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S 
Banking By Mail Our Specialty 
4% On Savings—YOUR BANK—On Savings 4% 
Did This Christmas 
Find you with plenty of money with which to 
buy your Christmas presents or to enjoy the holidays? 
Begin Now to save for next year 
Make your saving regular by allotment 
A Monthly Deposit of Gives you at the end 
of Twelve Months 
$5.00 for 12 Months........... $61.10 
122.20 
15.00 for 12 Months........... oe 183.30 
305.50 
488.80 
Deposits may be made by mail or by allotment. 
We welcome the accounts of the personnel of The United States Marine Corps. 
Under VU. S. Government Supervision 
1714 PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE, N. W. WASHINGTON, D. C. 3 
i, 
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Still has on hand a few copies of 


THE MARINES HYMN 


arranged by A. Tregina of The Marine Band 


Price 50c 


Send your order to 


THE IEATHERNECK 


Marine Barracks, Washington, D. C. 


A copy of this Hymn will be sent free to every sub- 
scriber who clips this advertisement and returns it to 
us with his check or money order for $3.00. Renewals 
will get the Hymn too. 

Please enter my name on your subscription lists and 
send me, free, a copy of The Marines Hymn. 
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ROLLS 


A shoe that adds 
speed to the ap- 
pearance of your 
feet—makes easy 
going. It’s a 


Cflorsheim 
srrass 


A. M. BOLOGNESE 
Tailor and Haberdasher 
QUANTICO, VA. 


Uniforms and Suits Made to Order 
Military Decorations 
and Equipment 


POST EXCHANGE 
HABERDASHERY 


JOHN DEMOSTHENES, Proprietor 
P. O. Box 293 
PARRIS ISLAND, 8S. C. 


O. G. Claxton & Co. 
WHOLESALE CANDIES 


1010 Twentieth Street N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 
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CORRESPONDENCE COURSES 


Continued from page 11 


(6) These courses offer a means of 
theoretical. instructions to officers, espe- 
cially junior officers who are about to 
be or have recently been detailed to 
specialities in which they have little or 
no experience. A number of officers who 
anticipated being detailed to aviation 
availed themselves of the opportunity. 
It is thought that officers about to be or 
recently detailed to the Artillery, the 
engineer battalion, the quartermaster or 
paymaster department, or as communi- 
cations officer of a battalion, regiment, 
or brigade, might find the course of 
value. This is believed to be particu- 
larly true of the Communications Course 
(this course is misnamed the Basic Sig- 
nal Course, but its scope appears to be 
just what is required for Communica- 
tions Officers of infantry or artillery 
units, and it is proposed to use the more 
appropriate designation “Communica- 
tions Course” hereafter). Only one Com- 
munications Officer enrolled and it is be- 
Neved that commanding officers who did 
»ot have a graduate of the Army Signal 
School for detail as organization Com- 
munications Officer were misled by the 
title hitherto used for this course. 

(7) A fourth field for the use of these 
courses among the regular officers lies 
in their possible adaptation to the needs 
of garrison schools. Three (3) organi- 
zations attempted this during the past 
year but without much success. This 
lack of success in two instances was due, 
in part at least, to the mail guard duty 
and to expeditionary duty. Another fac- 
tor was the lack of coordination between 
the organizations concerned and the 
schools, due, not to an unwillingness to 
cooperate, but to lack of experience in 
these courses. It is believed, that these 
courses do lend themselves to this use, 
and place in the hands of commanding 
officers a progressive scheme of theo- 
retical instruction of his officers flexible 
enough to be fitted to their individual 
needs, and to the necessities of the or- 
ganization. From the meagre experi- 
ence gained it is believed that any com- 
manding officer desiring to use these 
courses for garrison school should be re- 
quired to follow the following procedure: 

lst. Determine the appropriate 
course for each individual officer to 
pursue. This should not be based 
upon the rank of the individual, but 

upon his professional education. . 

2nd. Require each officer to enroll 
by individual letter via the Command- 
ing Officer and endorse the specific 
approval of each request for enroll- 
ment thereon. The address to be given 
by each officer as “Adjutant (or Com- 
manding Officer) of the organization 

(or post).” 

8rd. Determine the number of hours 
or the number of papers that must be 
accomplished each week in each course 
and use his own authority to enforce 
this requirement. 

4th. Set aside sufficient time and 
space where this work can be done 
during regular working hours free 
from interruption. 


b. (1) The decision to use the Army 
correspondence courses for the Marine 
Corps eliminated an immense amount of 
labor, and insured a basis which had re- 
ceived a trial in the Army. Not all of 
the subcourses of those courses adopted 
for the Marine Corps have been issued 
by the Army. In nearly all courses how- 
ever, sufficient subcourses have been is- 
sued to provide instructional matter for 
students for one or more school years, 
and it is understood that the work of 
preparing the remaining subcourses is 
progressing. 

(2) Those courses and subcourses of 
an administrative nature, i. e. The Pay- 
master Department Basic and Advanced 
Course, the Quartermaster Department 
Basic and Advanced Course, the Admin- 
istrative Subcourses and the Law Sub- 
courses (the last two being identical for 
all basic courses) have been rewritten 
or will be completed this summer, except 
the Quartermaster and Paymaster Ad- 
vanced Courses. These will undoubtedly 
be prepared before they are needed. 


(3) The Army courses are prepared 
at the several branch schools and at the 
Command and General Staff School. As 
the actual instruction is handled in the 
various Corps Areas, the authors lack 
the reaction of the students which is 
believed to be essential to the efficient 
preparation of Correspondence Courses, 
It has been found that some of the re- 
quirements are so stated as to permit 
of several constructions. This has been 
corrected here, by rewording such re- 
quirements so as to remove all ambi- 
guity. Moreover, as one student stated 
in a personal letter “It must be remem- 
bered that we reserve officers are not 
speaking the language of the service con- 
stantly, and ‘that new expressions are 
being coined” hence the wording of a 
requirement that is perfectly intelligent 
to a regular officer who has recently 
passed through one of the service 
schools, is not clear to a reserve officer. 


(4) In several instances the  sub- 
courses were prepared some time ago 
and the texts used are now obsolete, and 
in one instance out of print. Where a 
student in a basic course is instructed to 
use certain antequated conventional 
signs, and on passing to a more ad- 
vanced course finds his text uses the 
newer signs, the effect may not be so 
bad, but where his text assignments are 
pages and chapters of an edition that is 
out of print, and the newer edition is 
the only one obtainable, considerable 
confusion and delay is bound to ensue. 
The Army endeavors to furnish all texts 
on memorandum receipt, and presumably 
the various Corps Areas have on hand 
sufficient copies of the old texts, but 
aside from the desirability of keeping 
up-to-date, students in the Marine Corps 
are required to provide many of their 
own texts. The only solution appears to 
be to revise the lessons so as to make 
them applicable to current publications 
without changing the requirements. This 
will be done during the summer. 
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(5) Except in the Command and Gén- 
eral Staff Course, the lesson assign- 
ments and mimeographed instructional 
matter accompanying them are furnished 
gratis to the student. The students are 
required to purchase such texts and ma- 
terials as are not furnished by the Quar- 
termaster or the Adjutant and Inspector. 
It has been found that students have 
experienced considerable difficulty in ob- 
taining some of the texts and maps. It 
is believed that much delay and conse- 
quent waning interest on the part of the 
students would be obviated if some cen- 
tral agency of the Marine Corps could 
undertake to provide for sale all of the 
texts and equipment which the students 
need. It is suggested that a branch or 
a department of the post exchange at 
this post, the Officers’ Club, a Book De- 
partment patterned after those at the 
Army schools, or the Marine Corps As- 
sociation, might be logical places. 

(6) Reserve Officers enrolling in the 
Correspondence Course receive from the 
Quartermaster the Training Regulations 
on Distribution “A.” Since the great 
majority of reserve officers enroll in one 
of the Infantry Courses this distribution 
suffices for their needs. However, there 
are some reserve officers who enroll in 
other sections, notably the aviation sec- 
tion, and it would seem more desirable 
that they should receive those training 
regulations which are prescribed as texts 
for the course for which they are en- 
rolled. This question will be taken up 
in detail in a separate letter at a later 
date, when complete data as to the texts 
required for the coming year is available. 

(7) The Lesson Assignments of the 
Command and General Staff Course are 
sold to students at the nominal charge 
of one dollar ($1.00) for three (3) sub- 
courses. 

(8) It should be borne in mind that 
from 200 to 500 hours is expected of the 
average student in order to complete any 
one course. It is therefore not surpris- 
ing that the first school year should not 
show a large number who have com- 
pleted any course. Furthermore, each 
course consists of a number of sub- 
courses. Each of which covers a single 
subject. It is believed therefore that in 
comparing the number of students who 
have completed other correspondence 
courses with the attached record, that 
the number of subcourses and not the 
number of courses completed should be 
criterion. Furthermore, if a_ student 
successfully completes one or more sub- 
courses and then for some reason drops 
out, he has improved himself and en- 
hanced his potential value to the Corps 
and to the country by that much and the 
Correspondence Courses have accom- 
plished that portion of their mission as 
regards this student. 


Condensed Report 


140 
Percentage of total enrolled 

who are still active......... 58.7% 
Number of lesson papers re- 

Number of courses completed. . 1 


Number of subcourses com- 


Forty-nine 
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ze , .. | SWANEE 


13th and E Streets, N. W. 
Washington, D. C. 


No Place Like Swanee 


More pep than you can shake a stick at—in- 
terior beauty that “knocks your eye out’”—Hot 
music that makes you gasp for breath—that’s 
SWANEE—1i00% Dancing Fun! Swanee Syn- 
copators directed by Al Kamons. 


Music by Swanee Syncopators 

P Direction of Al Kamons 
T Ke 

stilt ~ Dancing Every Nite in America’s 

5 We Dare You to Just Try a) Most Beautiful Bail Room 


POTOMAC INN 


QUANTICO, VA. 


Catering especially to members of the 
Marine Corps 
and their friends 


Rates $1.50 to $2.50 per day 


Attractive monthly rates 


POST PRESSING SHOP 


QUANTICO, VA. 
Geo. W. Hardy, Proprietor 
Fur Coats Steamed a Specialty 


Clothes French Dry Cleaned Within Four Days 


Convenient Taxi Service in Camp 


Call Phone 303 


PHONE 307 
deals PARIS AUTO SERVICE CO. 


c. G. PARIS 


REAL ESTATE, INSURANCE 


Cor. Potomac & Virginia Avenues 


QUANTICO, VA. 


P. 0. DRAWER 278 


SUBSCRIBERS 


are urged to send in their changes of address 
IMMEDIATELY 


My new address is: 


My old address was: 
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Fifty 


NOW YOU TELL ONE! 

“Will you please drive off the track?” 
asked the motorman. The truck driver 
promptly reined to one side. 

“Thank you ever so much,” added the 
motorman, with a smile. 

“You’re very welcome,” responded the 
truck driver, “but you must pardon my 
seeming carelessness. I had no idea 
your car was so near.”—A. S. News. 


“Yes, this is Mr. ’Arrison. What? You 
can’t understand me. This is Mr. ’Arri- 
son—aitch, hay, two hars, a hi, a hess, a 
ho and hen—’Arrison.” 

—Telephone Review. 


“How are you getting along at home 
while your wife’s away?” 

“Fine. I’ve reached the height of effi- 
ciency. I can put on my socks now from 
either end.”—Blatter. 


“How can I cure my son of striking 
matches on his trousers?” 
“Buy him some celluloid pants.” 


—Ballast. 


“Why, Dorothy! What are you doing 
with that poor little pussycat?” 

“T’se tryin’ to find the money.” 

“What money, dear?” 

“Why, papa said that ev’rybody put 
money in the kitty last night, ’cept Uncle 
Bill."—P. H. Weekly. 


First Tourist: Is this the way to the 
petrified forest? 

Second Tourist: I think so. I just met 
a petrified forest ranger.—Hurty Peck. 


Frank—“How come you don’t like 
your car?” 

Ford—“They told me it was quick on 
the pick-up when I bought it.” 

Frank—“Well, isn’t it?” 

Ford—“Naw, I’ve had it a month and 
I only picked up two old maids.” 

—Exchange. 


Many who seck the company of others find 
that being alone with their thoughts is too 
great a punishment. 


THE LAST RESORT 

Customer—“No—no! I simply couldn’t 
walk a step in shoes that pinch like 
that.” 

Clerk—“I’m sorry, madam, but I’ve 
shown you all our stock now. These 
shoes are the ones you were wearing 
when you came in.”—Passing Show. 


Boss: “Why can’t you read that part 
of your shorthand notes?” 
Stenographer: “Don’t you remember? 
That’s where you tickled me.” 
—Merchants Supplement. 


Visitor in a Printing Office—“What is 
your rule for punctuating ?” 

The “Apprentice” (lately promoted to 
the case)—“I set as long as I can hold 
my breath and then put in a comma; 
when I yawn I put in a semi-colon, and 
when I want a chew of tobacco I make 
a paragraph.’’—Apprenticeship Bulletin. 


Actor: My kingdom, my kingdom for a 
horse. 
Voice from the gallery: Will a jack- 
ass do? 
Actor: Sure, come right down. 
—Hurtey-Peck. 


Auntie: When I was your age, I never 
went anywhere with a boy. 
Dora: Gee, Auntie, you’re just what 
these cheap skates are looking for. 
—Wampus. 


English Tourist: Pardon, sir, but what 
do you do with all that corn? 

American Farmer: Well, we eat what 
we can, and what we can’t we can. 

Englishman’s Wife: What did he say, 
John. 

Englishman: He said, they ate what 
they could, and what they couldn’t they 
could.—The Live Wire. 


Special Rep.—“‘You say you are from 
Brooklyn? That would make you a 
Brooklynite, wouldn’t it? Br the way, 
may I have another of cigarettes?” 

from Paris ?— 


December, 1927 


AN OLD VETERAN 


An elderly man was persuaded by one 
of his sons to go with him to a boxing 
exhibition. The son paid for two $2.00 
seats. 

“Now, Dad,” said the son joyfully, 
“you'll see more excitement for your two 
dollars than you’ve seen in your life 
before.” 

The old man grunted. “I’ve got my 
doubts about that,” he said gloomily, 
“two dollars was all I paid for my mar- 
riage license.”—Legion. 


*E’s a funny absent-minded guy, the 
old professor. ’E’s been runnin’ round 
our revolving door for the last ’arf hour. 
Couldn’t remember whether ’e was goin’ 
in or comin’ out!—Humorist. 


“Why the smile? I thought your wife 
went on a strike.” 

“She did, but I met a couple of strike- 
breakers this morning.”—Ballast. 


Sweetee: “Am I the first girl you ever 
kissed ?” 

Hohe: “Now that you mention it, you 
do look familiar.”—P. H. Weekly. 


Friend (viewing picture): “How real- 
istic! It fairly makes my mouth water.” 

Artist: “What? A sunset make your 
mouth water?” 

Friend: “Great Scott! I though it was 
a fried egg.”—Recruit. 


Father—You were a long time saying 
good-night to that young chap. I hope 
you didn’t let him kiss you! 

Nora—Let him! I had to help him! 

—Passing Show. 


“I’m thinking of going to Europe; 
how much will it cost me?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing!” 

“Yes, thinking about it won’t cost you 
anything.”—P. H. Weekly. 


If you care to see a coward and a snake, 
fall and see who is the first to kick you as 
soon as you're down. 
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WISDOM OF INFANCY 

“And what, little girl,” asked the lady 
visitor, “are you going to be when you 
grow up 

“T’s donna be a blonde secretary,” re- 
plied the innocent babe, “so’s my daddy 
will go out with me sometimes.” 

—Holmes Store News. 


” 


Prospective Recruit: “Do they exam- 
ine your brains when you join the Marine 
Corps?” 

Recruiting Sergeant: “They examine 
anything they find on you. Tell them 
you haven’t any.” 


A wealthy auto tourist lost his pedi- 
greed dog while stopping in a small 
town. He inserted a lost ad in the news- 
paper, offering a reward of $100. 

The next day he went to the office to 
inquire, but no one was to be found ex- 
cept a decrepit janitor. 

“Where in thunder is the newspaper 
force?” asked the tourist impatiently. 

“They’re all out,” the old man replied, 
“tryin’ ter find yer dog.”—Judge. 


Bill and Annie were out motoring and 
Annie insisted that he allow her to run 
the car. After some persuasion, he re- 
luctantly consented and his fears were 
realized. 

“Oh, Bill,” the girl cried excitedly, 
“take it quick; here comes a ditch.” 


Once a city man out of work had 
“hired out” to a farmer. At four o’clock 
in the morning the newly employed hired 
man was called to breakfast. A few 
minutes later the old farmer was aston- 
ished to see the man walking off down 
the road. 

“Say! Come back and eat breakfast 
— you go to work!” he yelled after 
im. 

“IT ain’t going to work,” the man called 
back. “I’m going to find a place where 
I can stay all night.”—Printers Ink. 


0. O. D.: “Are you laughing at me?” 
CPL: “No sir.” 
ee 0. D.: “What else is there to laugh 
at?” 
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ANOTHER REAR SEAT DRIVER 

It was a dear old lady’s first ride in a 
taxi, and she watched with growing 
alarm the driver continually putting his 
hand outside the car as a signal to the 
following traffic. At last she became 
angry. 

“Young man,” she said, “you look af- 
ter that car of yours, and watch where 
you are going. I'll tell you when it 
starts raining.”’—Bulletin. 


“When did Moses live?” asked the 
teacher. The class was silent, so she 
continued: “Open your books and read 
the page about Moses. What does it say 
there?” 

After a pause a boy replied: “It says 
‘Moses, 4000 B. C.’” 

“Then why didn’t you know when 
Moses lived?” demanded the teacher. 

“Well,” said the boy, “I thought that 
was his telephone number.”—Recruit. 


In the old days of carpet-bag rule, says 
a Southern Congressman, when the col- 
ored brother was in great evidence at 
election, on one occasion in an election 
an officer amused himself by mixing a 
large number of rat poison circulars 
among the regular ballots. They were 
the same size as the ballots, but instead 
of the party insignia bore a picture of a 
large rat. Many of the citizens ‘voted’ 
the rat poison ticket until at last a field 
man, more cautious than the others, took 
one of the circulars to a pompous old 
uncle. 

“Won’t you please tell me, Uncle Ike, 
what dis hear rat stands for’?” he asked. 
“The old man took the circular, adjusted 
his brass-rimmed specs, and stared at 
the rodent for a minute. Then he handed 
back the paper. “Brudder,” he said, “is 
yo’ lived all dis time an’ nebber heered 
tell ’bout de Ratification of de Constitu- 
tion.” 


Judge: “Dixon, you are up here before 
me for intoxication.” 

Dixon: “Fine, Judge, bring on the 
liquor!” 


Conversation between a young mother 
and her small son at a candy store. 

“Mama, I want chocolate.” 

“No, you don’t dear,” firmly. 

Then in a small quavering voice, the 
little fellow asked: 

“What kind of candy do I want, 
Mama ?”—Liberty. 


The patter of tiny feet was heard from 
the head of the stairs. Mrs. Kinterby 
raised her hand, warning the others to 
silence. 

“Hush,” she said softly. “The chil- 
dren are going to deliver their goodnight 
message. It always gives me a feeling 
of reverence to hear them—they are so 
much nearer the Creator than we are 
and they speak the love that is in their 
little hearts never so fully as when the 
dark has come. Listen!” 

There was a moment of tense silence 
—then— 

“Mamma,” came the message in a 
shrill whisper, “Willie found a bedbug!” 

—Midway (La.) Examiner. 


Fifty-one 


HE SHOULD HAVE THE ORDER 

Big Business Man: “Can’t you read? 
The sign on that door means Private.” 

Book Agent: “I know—and I’m glad 
it’s there. If there’s anything I hate, 
it’s being interrupted when I’m talking 
to a prospect.—Life. 


Liberty Hound: “What is the first es- 
sential thing in teaching a dog tricks?” 
Ditto (“Special Duty Man”) (Plumb- 
er’s Helper): “To know more than the 
dog does.” 


A farmer brought some products to 
Portland and sold them. He thought “I 
will surprise my wife.” He bought a 
suit of clothes, a hat, a pair of shoes, 
and put them under the seat. 

On his way home he stopped at the 
river, took off his clothes and threw 
them in. Then he looked under the seat 
for his new clothes—they were gone. 

Finally he got in the buggy and said: 
“Git ’ap, Maud, we’ll surprise her any- 
how.’—Passing Show. 


Guest (to daughter of house): Well, 
my dear, I suppose you help your mother 
a great deal don’t you? 

Daughter: Oh yes. Today it’s my turn 
to count the spoons after you’ve all gone. 


“How old are you?” inquired the visi- 
tor of his host’s little son. 

“That is a difficult question,” answered 
the young man, removing his spectacles 
and wiping them reflectively. “The 
latest personal survey available shows 
my psychological age to be 12, my moral 
age 4, my anatomical age 7, and my 
physiological age 6. I suppose, however, 
that you refer to my chronological age, 
which is 8. That is so old-fashioned that 
I seldom think of it any more. 

—Success Magazine. 


“Who’s the lady with the little wart?” 
“Sh-h-h! Keep quiet. That’s her hus- 
band.”—Tit Bits. 


HAM: “Can you give us Lincoln’s Get- 
tysburg Address?” 
EGG: “He never lived there.” 
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/ 
Come to\ the Sea’ 
and (the 
SEASIDE-HOTEI7 

~ at’ Atlautie City’; 


DAILY concerts—golf privi- 


leges —in summer, bathing 
direct from youl room— 
garage. Home of Radio sta- 


> 
tion WHAR UNUSUALLY 
attractive rates during the % 
Fall and Winter months— 


effective Sept. 12, 1927 to 


Feb, 1, 1928 
American Plan 
Single Room, Bath...... $45 
Single Room, Running 
Double Room, Bath. .. $70 


Double Room, Running 
Ownership Management 

. Cook’s Sons Corporation 
The SEASIDE HOTEL 

Atlantic City, N. J. 


LLLLL LL 


IIS 


BARR’S 
MARINE 
RING 


14-K. SOLID GOLD! 


Write f 
Our Lemp Any Birth Stone 
$10 Do 

ocr wn 
Catal 

| $42 $5 Month 
Price List 


ORDER BY MAIL 


Mention rating, station (or ship), 
expiration of enlistment, birthstone 
and size. Can be sent C. O. D. to 
any money order post office. In- 
itial or lodge emblem encrusted 
in stone, $5 extra. 


H. BaRRo 
Astelbere’s. 


208 Granby St., Norfolk, Va. 
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THE FLYING CAYUSE 


Continued from page 7 


the Bleriot into a steep dive, with full 
power on. Ginger stared anxiously. 

The big seaplane was running away; 
afraid of the hideous rope that dangled 
ominously above it. Ginger smiled as 
he thought of the irony of it. “It’s like 
roping a cayuse in the air,” he thought, 
“well, why not?” 

When within about 500 feet of the 
water—for both planes were by this time 
well out over Long Island Sound—the 
seaplane veered to a horizontal course, 
and Rhea grimly adjusted her controls 
so as to keep a safe distance above it. 
Once more Ginger got his coil ready. 

The prisoner lay on the floor of the 
cockpit, too much exhausted apparently 
to make any attempt to help his com- 
panions. Gun in one hand, and rope in 
the other, Ginger peered again over the 
edge, and directly down upon the two 
bandits. The pilot was having trouble 
with his controls. With searchlight 
flaring, his companion was peering down 
into the sea. Now was a beautiful op- 
portunity for Ginger; if he could disable 
the pilot, the battle would be over. Tak- 
ing careful aim, he fired. Instantly the 
seaplane veered sharply, as the pilot 
blindly pressed his right foot against 
the control. 

Suddenly a series of explosions came 
from the Bleriot’s motor. Ginger felt 
his heart slump. The next instant all 
was silent, as the plane plunged help- 
lessly downward. The gas was gone! 

Rope in hand, Ginger glanced hope- 
lessly toward the seaplane. As the 
Bleriot shot down, nearly grazing the 
larger plane, Ginger blindly threw the 
noose. 

The next instant a gleam came to his 
tired eyes. It had caught! The rope 
straightened as the weight of the Bleriot 
yanked it tight; but would it hold! That 
tough horse-hair had held the brunt of 
many a frenzied steer; once it had 
jerked a wild stallion to captivity. 

Dizzily the Bleriot turned on its side, 
and Ginger realized that both planes 
were plunging toward the sea. He 
caught the frightened glance from Rhea’s 
eyes, as he shouted; “Get ready to jump 
—that plane’s coming down on top of 
us!” 

Already the plucky girl had loosened 
the strap. Ginger seized her hand, and 
together for a brief moment they bal- 
anced on the edge of the cockpit. Then 
came a splash as the lower end of one 
long wing struck the water. The sea- 
plane roared a few feet above their 
heads, while a gunman frantically hacked 
at the tough rope with a dull knife. Gin- 
ger fumbled for his gun. If that lariat 
was sawed in two, all was lost! As he 
fired, the gunman’s ugly face disap- 
peared. 

But now the seaplane’s motors roared 
louder, as the pilot tried desperately to 
tear loose from the Bleriot. Each 
second Ginger expected to see the rope 
snap under the fierce strain, as the 
Bleriot was dragged through the water, 
hurling a fine spray into their faces. 

Suddenly the boom of a big gun 
sounded over the water; although muffled 
by the airplane’s roar, Ginger distin- 
guished it. He glimpsed a small steamer. 

“Revenue Cutter,” he shouted to Rhea. 
“Coming this way, too.” 


The surface of the Sound was like a 
mill-pond. A little breeze stirred the 
greenish water into tiny ripples, while 
now and then a comber turned its foam- 
ing crest against the partly sunken air- 
plane. Off in the distance a Fall River 
Line steamer, with rows of lights gleam- 
ing brightly, left a white wake of froth, 
Nearer, was a tug with five empty coal- 
barges steaming slowly toward New 
Haven harbor. 

Just then the prisoner crawled 
stealthily over the straining lariat. One 
half-hitch had been loosened, before Gin- 
ger glimpsed the foul trick. With a yell, 


‘ ‘he leaped upon the gunman. Both men 


fell struggling into the sea. 

A few moments later the Revenue 
Cutter had surged up close.’ Ginger and 
the gunman were picked up first; then 
Rhea was rescued from the sinking 
Bleriot. 

Water streaming from his clothing, 
Ginger stood on the Cutter’s deck, and 
in a few brief words told his story. He 
pointed excitedly upward to the roaring 
seaplane. “Two bandits up there!” he 
shouted. “They got guns, too.” 

The officer smiled grimly. “Two can 
play at that game,” he yelled close to 
Ginger’s ear. Quickly he ordered a man 
in uniform to fetch his rifle. He turned 
to Ginger. 

“Where’s that feller’s gas tank lo- 
cated?” he asked meaningly. 

Ginger’s eyes gleamed. “Give me the 
gun,” he blurted angrily. “I’ll bore it!” 

Revenge was sweet. Two well-di- 
rected shots, and almost immediately 
the big seaplane slackened on the rope. 
Soon it plopped helplessly down to the 
water. 

While the two disgruntled men were 
being transferred to the deck of the 
Revenue Cutter, Ginger nonchalantly told 
of roping the bandit. The officer’s eyes 
widened; he turned sharply. 

“Say, Buddy,” he asked narrowly 
while his eyes roamed amusedly over the 
awkward chaps flapping from Ginger’s 
legs, “are you the feller that lives up 
around Hartford, they call the ‘Flyin’ 
Cayuse’ ?” 

Ginger grinned as he glanced sheep- 
ishly to Rhea who stood nearby. “May- 
be I’m called that, sometimes. Why?” 

“Wal,” the officer drawled, “there’s a 
nice reward for the capture of these 
bandits—came out in this evening’s 
paper.” He hesitated a moment, then 
added as he glanced searchingly to Gin- 
ger’s face; “I was listening to the radio, 
just before I picked you up. Some rich 
duck that lives up near Hartford seems 
to be worrying about his pretty daugh- 
ter that’s run off with a crazy aviator. 
Thinks they eloped, or somethin’. The 
old man’s wild. Sent out notice over the 
air to apprehend the runaway couple—” 

Ginger stepped confusedly over to 
Rhea; he knew she’d overheard the con- 
versation—now was the accepted time. 

“Er—say, Rhea,” he hesitated. “My 
lariat wasn’t so bad, was it? I roped 
a bandit, and now——” 


She raised her lips to his. “Oh, sure, 
I'll marry you—never mind about throw- 
ing that rope again. I know when I'm 
licked—” 
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A SOLDIER OF LIBERTY 


Continued from page 5 


and while the foolish Federals are watch- 
ing the tank, those brave fellows will 
land from the tug on the seaward face 
of the hill, and catch them in the seat 
of the pants! Here is a bandoleer of 
ammunition for every man, and over 
under that palm is a big drink of rum 
for all—a double drink! 

Offshore, they heard the tug getting 
under way. The tank made a terrific 
noise inside itself and lurched off down 
the beach. Its crew had already drawn 
their rum ration. 

With the fiery native stuff burning 
their bellies, Tito’s company started 
bravely enough. They strung out be- 
hind the tank in an irregular column. 
Behind them, other companies straggled 
from the brush and formed. And in the 
brush somewhere, the field gun began to 
shoot. Seaward, the tug began to shoot. 
These made very noble noises, and Tito 
felt pleasantly excited. A fine tale to 
tell old Coto Fernandez . . . and the 
son Rosalita expected . . . maybe 
* The people on the hill did no 
firing; perhaps they had run away. The 
light grew over the sea on your left- 
hand as you went along; when the tank 
came to the barbed wire, it was nearly 
sunup. 

The tank tore through this wire, drag- 
ging the posts right out of the sand. 
The German inside loosed off with his 
machine gun. Tito, close beside the 
tank, saw sharp little flashes, like fire- 
fles, break out across the face of the hill 
two hundred yards away. Then the air 
was full of swift things that whined and 
hissed; slugs clanged against the iron 
plates and ricocheted away in every 
direction; bullets ripped into the sand, 
and men were hit. The tank went on, 
and the men following crowded as close 
as they could, and fired their rifles into 
the air, yelling. 

Then the tank stalled in deep sand, 
and presently the engine stopped inside. 
It was so close to the hill now that the 
Federals could fire at it from each flank, 
and they laid a Lewis gun on the squirm- 
ing mass of men behind it. A _ bullet 
glanced through the machine-gun port 
and flicked out the German’s brains, so 
that the machine gun did not fire any 
more. The Englishman and the Ameri- 
can climbed out of the thing—it was 
entered from the back—kicked their way 
clear, and ran at the hill, shooting their 
pistols. They did not run far. 

Meantime Tito, without any clear idea 
of what was happening, had clung like 
a cat to the rear of the tank. He had 
dropped his rifle. He was dislodged by 
the rush of the two furious gringos, and 
he rolled over in the sand. He saw that 
nearly every man was down; there was 
much blood and a great outcry. His 
hand touched a fallen machete—that was 
something he understood—now he could 
give those scoundrels yonder a pill! 

He got to his feet and gathered him- 
self. Something struck into the base of 
his strong brown throat, and he wavered 
on his legs. It clutched at his windpipe; 
he couldn’t breathe. The sand came up 
and hit him in the face; he turned over, 


Continued on page 59 


A HOMEY HOTEL IN THE HEART 
~ OF NEW YORK 


me New Flanders 


47th to 48th STREET ow EAST OF BROADWAY 


One of the finest hotels 


in TIMES SQUARE 


Single Rooms with Running Water $2.00 
Double Rooms with Running Water $3.00 
‘Single Rooms with Bath . ... . $2.50 
~ Double Rooms with Bath ..... $3.50 


Special Weekly Rates 
F. W. BIZEL, Resident Manager 


Fifty-th reé 


So near the Ocean its called. 
The Breakers 

modern in equipment and 

well conducted it is known as 

| one of the Worlds finest Hotels 


ene | 


Don’t Forget Your Old Standby 
Liberty Merchandise Store 


Mother Gratz, Prop. 
COMPLETE STOCK OF MARINE EQUIPMENT 
Stetson Campaign Hats 
SEE ME ABOUT LOVELY HOUSES 
and Furnished Flats 
Reasonable Rents 


— Patronize Our Advertisers — 
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Fiftyv-tour 


DREYER 
TRADING COMPANY 


24 Stone Street 
New York. N.Y. 


Prices submitted upon application 


Distributors to the Post Exchanges 


Remember 
GOOD CLOTHES 
GOOD FIT and LOW PRICE 


SAM KELLER 
THE POST TAILOR 


Marine Barracks Portsmouth, Va. 
A Full Line of Gents Furnishings 
and Clothing 
Repairing and Pressing a Specialty 


$ ASH $ 
ON YOUR SPARE TIME 
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hoof to ear. I studied them, boys. We 
got to have an old maid; we ought to 
have more than one, but maybe one will 
do. If we don’t have leastways one we 
might as well bundle up this Historical 
Society and tote it out on the desert and 
let it die, because it’s going to die any- 
way.” 

“Why so?” asks Gosh Williams. 

“They ain’t nothing else will keep it 
alive,” says Buckle-up. “Time upon 
time, boys, when me and Aunt Turilla 
went to them Historical Societies she 
says to me, ‘Meet Miss Who’s-this, it is 
due to her this Society is alive today,’ 
and ‘Meet Miss What’s-this, if it wasn’t 
for her there wouldn’t be no Society.’ 
You got to have an old maid, boys, and 
if her folks came over on the Mayflower 
all the better. That’s my ultimation. 
We get her or I quit. You can try to go 
ahead without an old maid if you want 
to, but I draw out. It can’t be done.” 

“But, gosh now, Buckle-up!” says 
Gosh Williams. “Gosh, we don’t want 
the lovely and beautiful serenity of this 
city ruined by no females coming here.” 

“All right!” says Buckle-up. “If you 
ain’t got no sense of culture and pride 
of civics I don’t care. I done my do and 
I said my say. I’m through.” 

“But no female would come here, 
Buckle-up,” I says. “If one did come 
she’d take one look and sprint off like 
a deer. You know that, Buck. You 
couldn’t get no woman to stay here 
where it’s hot as hades and mean as 
snakes.” 

“Yes, I could,” says Buckle-up stub- 
bornly. “There’s a way.” 

“What way?” asks Judge Billhop. “Go 
and marry one and fetch her? She 
wouldn’t be no old maid then, would 
she?” 

“No, not marry her, either,” says 
Buckle-up. “There’s one way, and there 
ain’t but one way. There’s one kind of 
woman that’d come.” 

“What kind?” Dad Hooker asks. 

“School teacher,” says Buckle-up. 
“School teachers come anywheres. All 
you got to do is to have a school and 
they come.” 

“But we ain’t got no school,” someone 
says. 

“All right; we got to get one,” says 
Buckle-up. “It’s time we had a school- 
house here anyways.” 

“But there ain’t no kids,’ 
Hooker. 

“Tt ought to be just that much easier 
to hold her,” says Buckle-up. “Kids is 
what makes a school teacher’s life miser- 
able; if it wasn’t for kids school teach- 
ing would be one of the nicest jobs on 
earth.” 

“It won’t work,” says Judge Billhop. 
“If there ain’t any kids she'll get sus- 
picious and go away. I know ’em! IT 
married one.” 

“School teacher?” Buckle-up asks. 

“No; female,” says Judge Billhop. 

“Well, maybe we'll have to rustle up 
a kid or two somewheres,” says Buckle- 
up without much enthusiasm. There 
ought to be a couple somewheres that 
we can rent or something. If she kicks 


says Dad 


we'll try it; if she don’t kick we’ll let 
well enough alone.” 

“How you going to get her, Buckle- 
up?” I asks. 

“Advertise,” he says. “That's how you 
get everything these days, ain’t it?” 

So we set aside Dad Hooker’s old 
cabin to be the school-house, him moving 
his bed up above Sim Cooper’s grocery 
where it looked fine with a label on it 
saying it was the original and genuine 
bed of the oldest inhabitant of Sand 
Burr, and was just as good to sleep in, 
and we got up the advertisement to put 
in the newspapers. Right off we saw 
that it wouldn’t attract anybody much 
to say we wanted an old maid, so we 
wrote it out in pleasanter language. 

“There’s a word that means old maid 
but is stylisher,” Buckle-up says, “and 
it’s the one my aunt Turilla used when 
she says these old maids is the back- 
bone of the historical societies, but I 
can't seem to get holt of it. It has 
something to do with sewing or weaving 
yarns or something, but it’s got away 
from me.” 

What he had in mind, we found out 
later, was “spinster,” but it didn’t do 
us any good then, and I don’t know as 
it would of. The way we got it framed 
up was something like this: 

“School Mam Wanted. The town 
of Sand Burr wants to hire a school 
mam and there ain’t no better place 
for one. Wages good. Children 
sparse. Work light and easy. We 
don’t want no spring chickens, mar- 
ried ladies or them that has lost a 
husband or expects to get one soon.” 
Well, there didn’t seem to be no big 

rush for the job. Time drug along for 
a couple of weeks and Judge Billhop, 
who we had made President of the 
School Board, began to get discouraged, 
and then, all at once, a letter come from 
this Jane Ann Perkins. We knew as 
soon as we read the letter that we had 
what we was after, because there wasn't 
any nonsense about it. It was one of 
those “Your advertisement seen and I 
beg leave to apply” letters, and this 
Jane Ann included three recommends 
from schools she had taught at before. 
Judge Billhop told us there wasn’t any 
doubt we had drawed an ace the first 
draw, and he wrote to say her refer- 
ences was O. K. and the secretary of 
the School Board would meet whatever 
train she nominated him to, at Akili 
Plains. 

So we sent the letter off and she comes 
back like a shot out of the box men- 
tioning the day and date, and the next 
thing was to dig up a secretary of the 
School Board to go and get her. We ap- 
pointed Buckle-up, because it might be 
nice for him to start in talking His- 
torical Society as soon as he met the 
lady, so as to get her lined up right; 
but he reneged right at the first instant. 

“No, sir!” he says. “I seen them His- 
torical Society ladies back East and I 
don’t drive no twenty-three miles across 
desert with one of them. The minute I 
start in on Historical Society she’s go 
ing to begin dragging out Perkinses 
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from the ark onwards and I’m going to 
get enough of that after she gets here. 
What we want is somebody that ain’t 
staled on old maids like I have. We want 
somebody young and chipper and unhis- 
toric. Why, gents, if she got talking 
Perkinses and I got talking Bainses we'd 
both get so het up over jinnyalogy and 
things we’d liable to quarrel and I might 
up and say something she’d be sorry for. 
She might get right out of my flivver 
and walk back to the deepo.” 

“Who you nominate, then?” asked 
Gosh Williams. 

“IT nominate Eddie Blessing,” says 
Buckle-up, naming Sim Cooper’s store 
clerk. “I nominate him for four reasons. 
In the first place he says he’s an orphan 
and a foundling and he can’t talk an- 
cestry talk and won’t make the lady 
mad; in the second place, he’s the young- 
est feller in town and we got to give 
the lady an idea we run youngish or 
she might scare off and not come here to 
school-teach; in the third place he looks 
inexperienced and when the flivver bucks 
around in the sand she’ll think it’s his 
youthful ignorance and not the way fliv- 
vers always do in this God-forsaken sand 
flat; and, in the fourth place, Sim can 
order him to go and he’s the only poor 
worm that has to take orders from any- 
body in this town.” 

That seemed conclusive, and Eddie got 
his orders to go, and he did not kick up 
a fuss, either. He only let on that it 
was all in the day’s work and for the 
good of the party, and he made Sim 
Cooper donate a new shirt and collar and 
went. Me and Buckle-up loaned him a 
flivver, being public spirited and ring- 
leaders. 

The entire public of Sand Burr dolled 
up for the arrival of the lady and all 
washed except One-eye Billings who had 
to be washed. We did him up fine and 
when we were through with him he 
looked fair to middling. He did not look 
entirely like a distinguished citizen but 
he looked less like a horrible example of 
vice and depravity than he had for 
twenty years, and as he agreed to keep 
in the background and only appear as a 
voice crying “Hurrah! Hurrah!” we 
thought he’d do. 

When we lined up in front of Gosh 
Williams’, Buckle-up gave us a short 
speech, reminding us how to behave 
when an old maid arrived in town, as 
suggested by what he knew of them 
from experiences had, and the notion I 
got was that we was to be dignified but 
enthusiastic, dropping remarks like 
“How do you do? Hope you had a nice 
trip,” and things like that and maybe 
going as far as to say “We trust you 
will like Sand Burr,” but no further. 


Buckle-up set himself sentry out front 
and when he saw the dust cloud off 
towards Bald Butte and called us all out 
and we got ready to look like historics. 
Eddie came skidding up in the flivver 
and stopped dead short in front of us. 
He made a fine landing, right up along- 
side the hitch rail where it divided, and 
he did a graceful leap out of the car and 
landed with his hands on the ropes that 
tied Jane Ann Perkins’s trunk to the 
back of the car. He couldn’t have done 
it better off a cow pony. 

“Gents, the lady!” he says as he works 
at the hitches of the rope. “People of 
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Sand Burr, meet Miss Perkins; Miss 
Perkins, meet Sand Burr.” 

She stepped out of the car and 
whopped herself on the skirt front a 
couple of times to beat off that part of 
the desert that had gathered in her lap 
and then she slung back the duster coat 
she was wearing and looked up at us. 
There was a sound like a March wind 
coming up as we sucked in our breaths, 
because while we had heard rumors that 
there were dreams of feminish beauty 
like they print on magazine covers, we 
have never before seen one that could 
give them cards and spades and beat 
them to a frazzle. She stood there a 
moment giving us an along-the-line look 
and then she ran up to old Dad Hooker 
and grasped his horny hand. 

“Oh, I just know you are the dear old 
Backle-up Baines Mr. Blessing was tell- 
ing me about,” she cries, and shakes his 
hand hard. 

“Hold on! No you don’t!” says Buckle- 
up. “He ain’t me—I am,” and he wrested 
Dad Hooker to one side. 

“Why, of course! Of course!” Jane 
Ann says, shaking Buckle-up’s hand. 
“And you're not old, are you? How silly 
of me. Oh, I'm awfully glad to know 
you, Mr. Baines. I was fascinated by 
what Mr. Blessing told me about the 
Historical Society and everything. I 
was so thrilled by everything he told me 
about Sand Burr.” 

“Miss,” says Judge Billhop, horning 
in, “I am Judge Pulsifer Billhop, Presi- 
dent of the School Board.” 

“Oh, how sweet!” says Jane Ann, 
grabbing his hand. “Why, you're per- 
fectly different from all the presidents 
and superintendents I ever knew. I just 
know you will do everything in the 
world to make a poor little school mam 
feel comfortable.” 

“Miss,” says the old reprobate, “that’s 
all I got to live for from henceforth on.” 

“And who is this?” she asks, grab- 
bing Gosh Williams by the paw. 

So we introduced her back and forth 
to one and all, and she was thrilled to 
beat the band and the only error she 
made was to treat One-eye Billings as 
good as the rest of us, but we forgave 
that because of her excitement and 
youth, and us and her proceeded in 
orderly mass up the stairs to the His- 
torical Society rooms over Sim Collins’s 
store, where a polite spread of soda 
crackers, near-beer, canned salmon and 
such like dainties of the season was laid 
out to tempt the hungry stomach and 
so on ,and when we had cleaned up the 
eats Buckle-up made a speech. 

“Ladies and gents,” he says, “or least- 
ways lady and gents. This is an aus- 
picious occasion and the only one like it 
it we’ve had, and in case we ain’t done 
everything right we'll try to do better 
next time. From now on Sand Burr 
starts to be what she ought to be, and 
this here Historical Society is going to 
go with a whoop. When we set out to 
get an old m—— to get an unmarried 
lady that wasn’t young we didn’t think 
we'd get such a young one, but what I 
says now is the younger the better.” 

We give him a cheer right there and 
he pulled up five notches in his belt and 
wiped his mouth with the back of his 
hand. 

“Tf she ain’t as old as we expected,” 
he says, “she’s a dum sight better looker, 
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and nobody with one or more eyes can 
see she’s a lady and a scholar. She's 
welcome here and we aim to pay her 
wages regular, and if she wants to send 
for an aunt or something, all right! but 
she’s safe just as she stands. How 
about it, boys?” 

We clamored that she was. 

“No lady don’t need a chaperone in 
Sand Burr,” he says, “for the whole dad 
blamed Historical Society is her chape- 
rone. She’s our most treasured relic 
whether she’s got a label on her or not. 
We aim to see that she has a good time 
but we don’t aim to annoy. On behalf 
of one and all I’ve got to apologize for 
the shortage of kids right now, because 
the plans and arrangements to get them 
ain’t carried through’ yet, but we'll have 
a dandy bunch when we do get them. So 
now, gents, I nominate the lady to mem- 
bership in the Sand Burr Historical So- 
ciety. All in favor let out a yell, but 
don’t shoot off no fire arms.” 

We all yelled, and when things quieted 
down Buckle-up tightened his belt a 
couple of notches and helped Jane Ann 
onto a chair and she addressed us. 

“Well, I don’t know what to say,” she 
says, “but I’m perfectly thrilled, and I 
think everything is just fascinating be- 
cause it’s thrilling to come to such a 
fascinating place, where everything is so 
thrilling. I’m ever so much obliged for 
such a reception, and I don’t know what 
to say, and I can’t say it anyhow, be- 
cause I’m so thrilled, and—and——” 

Well, she just slapped her hands up 
to her face and cried like a good one, 
and laughed and cried and jumped down 
from the chair, and I don’t know how 
the other fellers felt but I felt like I 
wanted to put an arm around her and 
pat her on the back or something, poor 
little kid! Because that’s the way she 
struck me. Come to find out, that’s how 
they all felt, even old Judge Billhop. 

We talked it over together that even- 
ing, she retiring early because of the 
long trip she’d had, and we formed a 
Vigilance Committee, the general idea 
being that anybody that spoke to Jane 
Ann without practically getting down on 
his knees and rubbing his forehead in 
the sand was to be taken out and burned 
alive and then shot full of holes and 
hung. 

The only thing that troubled us was 
that, as time went on, we didn’t seem to 
have no luck getting scholars for the 
school. These here institutions we had 
counted on didn’t seem to see things our 
way and, although we wrote to about 
forty of them asking them to send us 
a few kids C. O. D. on suspicion, or to 
ship us a bunch sight unseen, they held 
back. It seems that wasn’t how they 
did. I can’t say that Jane Ann was 
especial petulant about it, but now and 
then she would ask what the chances 
were for starting the schooling, and then 
we would all get anxious and nervous. 
We stood her off with words and hustled 
around and dug up some new relics for 
the historical collection. That seemed 
the thing she could keep busy at—writ- 
ing new labels and making catalogues of 
the collection—and we sure did have to 
hustle for junk mighty lively. It’s no 
common or easy job to hunt up ten or 
twelve new sorts of things per days and 
hook them historically onto a town that, 
so to speak, never had no history. When 
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a town gets to be two or three hundred 
years old almost anybody’s old shoe is 
good enough for a place in the Historical 
Society rooms, and it don’t matter much 
what junk is gathered in, as long as the 
late owner is dead enough, but we was 
all so blame much alive yet. But we 
did our best, and we got the foom above 
the grocery looking worse cluttered up 
than Ike Cohen’s junk shop. You could 
spend a week there, reading labels: “Hat 
One-eye Billings wore when he shot the 
first jack-rabbit killed adjacent to Sand 
Burr,” and “Prehistoric suspender but- 
ton found on site of Sand Burr only 
three years after arrival of first settler,” 
and “Tobacco tag off the first plug of 
tobacco chewed by Buckle-up Baines in 
Town of Sand Burr, probably B. C., June 
1918.” Buckle-up said that for real 
keen interest our relics beat any he saw 
back East, bar none. 

And then, after the lady had been old- 
maiding it in her lovely girlish way for 
us about six months, she up and tossed 
a bomb into our midst that scared us 
stiff. She come out of Sim Cooper’s 
store, where she had been buying a can 
of corn or something, and met me and 
Buckle-up and Judge Billhop in front, 
and she greeted us in her usual lovely 
way and was going on, admired by all, 
when she turned back. She came up 
to us and we offed our hats and stood. 

“Boys,” she says, “I’ve had something 
on my mind awhile and I have to say it. 
I’ve loved the way you've treated me 
plumb to death, but I’m afraid my con- 
science is going to be a nuisance. I love 
this place and I love you all, and it has 
been thrilling every day, but I’m afraid 
I can’t stay on in the status I’ve been 
in or under.” 

“Here, now!” Judge Billhop says. 
“None of that! We're satisfied.” 

“T know,” she says, “but I’m not. I 
cant take money for teaching school 
when there is no school. That must end. 
It really must.” 

We stood there and let her walk away, 
for we were too flabbergasted to think 
ef what to say. By the time she had 
disappeared Buckle-up had his brains 
working. 

“Boys,” he said, “we can’t let that 
lovely rose flower of the world get away 
from this town of Sand Burr. She’s 
worth ten Historical Societies and is 
more talked about in this State, no mat- 
ter where, than anything we’ve got in 
this town. She’s our biggest and bright- 
est asset. We got to keep her. A meet- 
ing of the citizens will be held in Gosh 
Williams’ place tonight. Spread the 
word.” 

We spread the word wide and clear 
that the Historical Society would meet 
that night hard and steady on important 
matters, and every member but two or 
six was there. We didn’t take time to 
call the roll, because Buckle-up started 
right in to tell the sad news. He was 
so upset and nervous that he started in 
with his belt hitched up to the last 
notch and every second or two he tried 
to hitch it a notch or two more and I 
thought he would cut himself right in 
two. It’s queer what thoughts flash 
through a feller’s mind at such times, 
too, ain’t it? I didn’t think “If Buckle- 
up cuts himself in two the Sand Burr 
Garage is going to lose a mighty good 
mechanic”—no, I thought: “If Buckle-up 
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organization to surround the 
bonds it offers by safeguards that 
have created World Wide con- 
fidence in Smith First Mortgage 


Bonds. 


He will tell you, in Smith Bonds 
your principal is safe, your yield 
of 642% net is assured and aug- 
mented by tax refund features, 
that denominations are $1000. 
$500. $100. maturities 2 to 15 
years. 

And we willamplify this information if you will 

Ask for Booklet “83-53” 


It may be had without incurring obligation. 


Our Mail Service Department 


No matter where you may be you can avail your- 
self of the Mail Order Service of our Home Office 
in Washington, D.C. Your investments and in- 
quiries will be given the same personal, efficient 
and courteous attention you would receive if you 
called at one of our offices. 


“‘Yhe F H.SMITH ©. 


Smith Building, Washington, D.C. 
285 Madison Ave., New York City 


Branch Offices in — Chicago — and Other Cities 


Kindly send Booklet and information regarding 
Smitx Bonps. 


Name “83-53"" 


Appress 
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THE IEATHERNECK 


expires by belt strangulation that belt 
will make a good curiosity for the his- 
torical collection.” 

Judge Billhop got order by rapping on 
the table with a near-beer bottle. 

“Well, boys,” he says, “we've crised 
right up against a crisis that has got to 
be handled quick and prompt. Our one 
and only Sand Burr little gem of ray 
serene, namely Miss Jane Ann Perkins, 
met up with me and Buckle-up Baines 
and that tan-headed gas wrestler yonder 
and she says she can’t stay on here tak- 
ing school money under false preten- 
sions. She says we’re fine, but her con- 
science has got stone bruises on it. Well, 
boys, we ain’t had no luck scooping in 
kids for the school, so there we are! So 
what we going to do to hold this lovely 
lady in our midst? Well, boys, your 
Executing Committee has met ahd talked 
it over and the only thing we can figger 
out is matrimony.” 

That fetched a unanimous cry of 
“Aye!” It was the most popular sug- 
gestion of the Twentieth Century. 

“Unfortunately, boys,’ Judge Billhop 
went on, “I got a wife lying around 
loose somewheres, and I can’t horn in 
on this, but I guess I can depend on the 
Historical Society to do its duty. All 
in favor of this marrying solution out 
of our difficulty say ‘Aye’.” 

The answer was like a dynamite ex- 
plosion in a narrow canyon. 

“The first thing, then,” says Judge 
Billhop, “is to sort the goats from the 
lambs. All them already married step 
over to the left and lean against the 
bar. And now, boys, play square for 
the honor of Sand Burr. I’ve come out 
straight, right from the first, and ad- 
mitted I was an alimony jumper and out 
here so my wife can’t reach me. There 
may be other such. If so, I ask you to 
play square. Own up. Line up against 
the bar.” 

Well, first Buckle-up heaved a big 
sigh and tried to tighten up his belt and 
then he shook his head and slunk over 
to the bar. I stared in front of myself 
a second or two and decided that I might 
not care a whoop for bigamy but I 
wasn’t going to bigamize a nice lady 
like Jane Ann, and I went over and el- 
bowed alongside of Buckle-up. Then Sim 
Cooper and Dad Hooker and One-eye 
Billings slunk over, and Gosh Williams 
and the rest of the boys sighed long and 
hearty and went over too. The last one 
to go was Ike Cohen and for a minute 
it looked as if he would have to be Sand 
Burr’s bridegroom, but it turned out he 
had misunderstood, and when Judge Bill- 
hop explained he explained too. 

“Gents,” he says, “believe me, I ain’t 
trying to pull no crooked stuff on you, 
because—you understand—I got it from 
what I heard that you got to be dodging 
from alimony to go by the bar there, 
and I ain sued for no alimony yet be- 
cause my wife she is in the old coun- 
try yet.” 

“Tt ain’t so good,” says Judge Billhop, 
looking at the gang of us. “That was a 
nice scheme but it had holes in it. What 
now?” 

Sim Cooper, who was squeezed so tight 
against the bar by the herd of married- 
but-not-mated that he could hardly draw 
breath, gasped out his idea then. 

“Judge,” he says, “how about that 
clerk of mine? He’s young and he’s 
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maybe untouched by matrimony yet. I 
had to leave him at the store because 
this same female populace of Sand Burr 
might drop in to buy a can of sardines 
or something, but maybe he’s the life 
saver for Sand Burr. Should I go and 
get him?” 

We thought yes, and Sim went for 
him. He came in in his shirt sleeves 
with his pencil behind his ear and his 
white bib apron on his front, and he 
stood and listened whilst we explained 
our need and desire. He colored as red 
as a new shirt. 

“IT don’t say I ain’t willing to do my 
duty by the town,” he says, “but I don’t 
want no groans and shouts to follow 
along after I marry the lady. I don’t 
want no Historic Society to meet and 
pass resolutions saying I’m a low hound 
for conspiring to wed the spinster of the 
Society. If I go in for this wedlock 
business it’s got to be all open and above 
board. I got to have the unanimous 
vote of one and all. And I got to have 
the approval of the lady. I hope I know 
my position, being only a clerk on wages, 
and young and callow, and you can’t ex- 
pect me to accept this nomination and 
get out and hustle to win the lady, un- 
less you and she give me the high sign 
and say ‘Shoot’!” 

And that was fair enough, too. Judge 
Billhop picked a Committee of Three, 
containing me and Buckle-up and Gosh 
Williams, to go and get Miss Jane Ann 
Perkins and fetch her, and we done so. 
On the way back to the soft drinks 
palace we explained to her and she says 
it’s just too thrilling and was there ever 
any place like this great boundless West 
where men are men, and that it was 
perfectly fascinating. 

Then Judge Billhop met us at the door 
and escorted her to the seat of honor and 
explained the whole business over again, 
and she sat and kept her skirt pushed 
down over her knees and smiles and took 
a look at her nose in her mirror now and 
again, and Eddie Blessing stood and 
waited. 

“So there it is,” says Judge Billhop. 
“This here Historical Society and Schodl 
Board and citizenry of Sand Burr, in 
convention assembled, has voted to stand 
back of Eddie yonder and put our full 
weight behind him.and run him for the 
job of husband and up-keeper, and he’s 
willing to tackle the job and court you 
right up to the limit, providing you don’t 
raise no objections. And,” he says, “I 
hope you won’t. We want to keep you 
here. You're the best bet we’ve got.” 

She looked at Judge Billhop and 
smiled. 

“Oh, but I couldn’t marry a clerk, any- 
ways,” she says. “I look higher than 
that. I couldn’t marry a mere clerk.” 

That sort of stopped us for a minute. 
We hadn’t looked for such rapacious 
sentiments from one so sweet and fair, 
but Buckle-up unloosed three notches of 
his belt and hitched them up again vio- 
lently. 

“Would you stand for a part owner of 
a up and coming garridge, miss?” he 
asks. 

“Why, yes,” she says. “I dare say I 
could.” 

Buckle-up gave me an uplifted eye 
brow and I nodded. 

“Then, Miss,” says Buckle-up, “we all 
sit pritty, because me and my partner 


? he 
pé 
sa 
Mu 
| be 
= wa 
wi 
A; wi 
wl 
as 
he 
in 
ev 
sil 
gi 
sh 
off 
| ne: 
wh 
am 
pee 
yes 
An 
any 
Bu 
by 
fro 
his 
run 
abc 
abe 
firs 
pai. 
pai 
at 
hou 
ove 
pin! 
| and 
| “do 
“ 
bac! 
pare 
| ciet 
| 
stiff 
dow 
N 
buri 
Nor 
wan 
win 
| in ¢ 
for 
He ¢ 
neck 
note 
low 
tre 
too | 
cons: 


all 


December, 1927 


here hereby takes Eddie Blessing into 
partnership, one-third each and full paid 
up. Does that suit?” 

“And you won’t come back at us,” she 
says, “if we happen to like each other 
enough and get married? You won’t be 
sore or anything?” 

“The dog that utters a peep gets shot 
at sunrise,” says Judge Billhop. 

“Well, then, you dear old dears,” she 
says, “the candidate can commence to 
begin his campaign just as soon as he 
wants to. And I shouldn’t wonder if he 
had quite a success at it,” she says, “be- 
cause I was perfectly thrilled by him 
when I got off the train first, and he 
asked me to marry him ten minutes after 
he began to jounce me across the desert 
in his flivver, and we’ve been engaged 
ever since.” 

For a second or two there was dead 
silence, and then old One-eye Billings 
gives a yell and outs with his gun and 
shoots six individual grape-juice bottles 
off the top shelf behind the bar, and the 
next instant everything was hurrah and 
whoop and hand-shakes and the like. 

What reminded me of this whole story 
and set me to writing it down was the 
peek at Buckle-up I had an hour or so 
ago through our office window. The 
year and a half since Eddie and Jane 
Ann got married hasn’t aged Buckle-up 
any or stopped his interest in the Sand 
Burr Historical Society as you can tell 
by what the old feller is up to right 
now. The minute the doc drove over 
from Alkili Plains in his flivver, with 
his wife in the car beside him, Buckle-up 
run up to the Historical Society room 
above Sim Collins’s grocery store and, 
right now, he’s out back there with that 
first cradle relic before him and a blue 
paint brush in one hand and a pink 
paint brush in the other, ready to paint 
at the first reliable word from Eddie’s 
house. He’s saying one thing over and 
over to hisself so he won’t make no error. 

“Blue if she’s a he,” he says, “and 
pink if he’s a she; “blue if she’s a he, 
and pink if he’s a she.” 

“First class parents,” I says to him, 
“don’t use cradles no more.” 

“Parents be danged!” Buckle-up says 
back. “What the cuss do I care whether 
parents does or don’t? Historical So- 
cieties does.” 


A SOLDIER OF LIBERTY 


Concluded 


stiffly, clawing at his neck, and he went 
down into the dark ‘ 


Next day the Federals sent out a 
burial party, at the direction of the 
North American Admiral, who didn’t 
want to shift his anchorage when the 
wind blew offshore. The Federal officer 
in charge of the detail prodded around 
for any effects of value, as was his right. 
He took a little thin medallion from the 
neck of one body, and was interested to 
note that the bullet which killed he fel- 
low had gone squarely through the cen- 
tre of his poor escudita. The silver was 
too light to be worth anything, but he 
considered that it would make a nice 
keepsake . . 
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LEAVE IT TO THE YOUNGER CROWD TO KNOW THE BEST! 


\ 


T is characteristic of 


this younger set to settle the cigarette question exactly 


as they settle their hard-fought games—on the sporting 


IMA 
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principle of “may the best win! 


1200 
Rooms 
with Bath 


Park Hotel 


Connecticut Avenue and Woodley Road outside 


ASHINGTON, D.C. 


Rooms 


‘THE Wardman Park 
Hotel has the quiet 
of a country home and 
the convenience of a 
metropolitan center. 
It is away from street 
noises, yet within easy 
distance of the nation’s 
“Business Offices,”* the 
shopping districts, 
theatres and historic 
points of interest. > 


Throughout the year— 
All single rooms 
$5 per day 
All double rooms 
$8 per day 
Every bedroom has a 

private bath 
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~ CHRISTMAS SAVINGS CLUB 


FOR MEN OF THE MARINE CORPS 


f 
Write Today for Christmas Club Folder 
t ae : Enrollments Accepted Until December 31 

THE WASHINGTON LOAN AND TRUST COMPANY 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Our unique plan requires no deposits, no passbook, and is especially 
designed for those who cannot conveniently go in person to the bank 


i. 4) F Street at Ninth Seventeenth Street at G 
eet — RESOURCES OVER SEVENTEEN MILLIONS 


Our 
Biggest Christmas Offer Yet! 


The news you have been looking for 


HE MARINES’ HYMN has been recorded on one of the New 
Victor Orthophonic Records. It was played by the Marine Band. 
On the opposite side is The John A. Lejeune March. 


This record will be given away with each new subscription or renewal 
that we receive on the blank below. 


Clip this blank today and send it to The Leatherneck together with 
your check or money order for $3.00, the regular subscription price 


of The Leatherneck. 


Please send The Leatherneck and the record of The Marines’ 
Hymn to— 


A Year’s subscription to The Leatherneck and the record of The Marines’ Hymn will 
make a most appropriate Christmas present for your friend or relative,. This record 
is obtainable only from The Leatherneck. ACT NOW. 
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The cigarette you can be fond of .. . 


SEEK and search wherever you will, you'll 
never find a smoke like Camel. So loyal 
and so fine. Camels reveal the delicate 
tastes and fragrances of the choicest to- 
baccos grown. That is why they never 
tire. Why each succeeding Camel tastes 
more smooth and mellowy mild. 

Millions upon millions of smokers have 
learned to rely upon this supreme tobacco 


quality. They are modern smokers in 


R. Jj. 


REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY, 


the most particular sense and they place 
Camels first. They demand goodness and 
enjoyment. They have elevated Camels 
to the highest popularity ever known. 

If you smoke for pleasure Camels will 
prove the cigarette that you can really 
enjoy, you can like Camels so much, be- 
cause they’re always so satisfyingly mellow. 
So smooth and mild. 


“Have a Camel!” 


WINSTON-SALEM, N. C. 
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